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True Tragedie of 
Richarde Duke of 


Yorke, and the death of good 
King Henrie the ſixt: 


VVich the whole contention berweene the two « 
Houſcs, Lancaſter and Yorke; as it was 
* ſundry times acted by the Right 
Honourable the Earle 
of Pembrooke his 
{cruantes. * 
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THE:TRVE, RAGE DIE 


OF RICHARD DVKE OF YORKE, 
AND THE goon 
u lei nutze TuS SKE. . 
Enter Ric hatii Duke 


uz HIGH : : 
Hels The Een 8 The 
Duke of ee Ma is Montague, Edward Eel of 
AMarch,Crookeback der rhe yoting Earle of Rutland, 
with Drum. and pol regs white n in their hat u m. 
6 12.2 007% JON tf 24-438 GY 't. 


12319 VO 0 (0+? 
Wonder how the King eſcape our handey? - 
1 Yorke, Whilſt we puri Horſemen of the North, 
He ſlily ſtole away, and leſt his ment | 
Whereatthe great Lord of Northumberland, 
Whoſe warlike eares could neus hrodlte retrait, 
Chargds our maine Bartels front ad the te with him 
Lord Stafford and Lord Curd all abreſt 
Brake in, & were by the hands of common Snaldiers ſlaine. 
Ede. Lord Sreffords father, Duke of bee, 
Is eicher ſlaine, or wounded danderouſſ ; 
cleſt his Beuex with a downenght blows, 0 $6001 
Father that this is true, behold his bloud. Ti 
mt, And brother, heeres theBarke of rann blood, 
Whom l incountred asthe Battailes toynd. | 
Rich. Speake thou for me;and tell them eL did. 
York, Wbat, is your grace dead my L. of Gun ſer ? 5 
Norf. Such hope haue all the line of I of u. ef) 
Ric g. Thus doe hope co ſhape Ki — hcad, 
. And fo do l victotiou Prince e the wy 
Before I ſee thee ſented in that throne, 
Which now the houle of Lencaffer 2 1 J f 
42. 3 


G2 \ 


* 
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vou b Veda ſe excl never le. * | 
] vis uche Pallace of that featfullk ing. | 


And chat the regall chaire? Poſlefle ir dete 
For this is thine, and not king Henries heirts. 
Tort. Aſiſt me then ſweet V Varwicte, ang L will: 
Fot hither are we broken in by force. 
Naff. Weele all aſſiſt fe e e flies wx par 
York, I hanks gentle taie 8: 
and ſouldiers Rare — nd! cer nig e 
Var And when the king comet i dim! no violcnre, 
Vnleſlc he ſecke to put vs out 


Nc h. Armde as we Ni 
We. The bloudie patlement ſhall this caldet | 
Valeſſe Plant „ Duke of Yotkebe 
And baſhfull Henrie be depoldeywhoſe comnrdiſe 
Hath made vs DOD to out enemies. 
Ter. Then leaue me not my Lordi, For now Teeanc i 
To take poſſeſt ion of my rH | 
War Neither the ki 
The proudeſt bird that holds v 
_ ſtirre a wing. it Warwicke 
e plant Plantagenet 


Clifford,the Earle of C 
Kmg, Looke Lordings meek ſturdyrebel ſacs, 
Euen in the chaire of ſtate : belike he meanes = 


Bac kt by the power of Wa#wicks that falle peere, 
To aſpire vnto the cto as king. 


Earle ot Norrbumberlend,he flew thy Father: 
And thine Clefford: and you both have vo d e 


On him, his ſonnes, his — * his friends. 
North. And if I be not, be revengd on me. 
CH. The thereof ord monrne in ſteele. 


Weſt. What?ſhall we ſoffer thisers p ull him downe, 
My heart for anger A 17 4 
Km. 


7 ore, and Henrie the fixt, 


Ring. Be patient gentle Earle of Weflmerland. 
Cl. Patience is for pultrouns ſuch as he, 
He durſt not fit there, had your father lod? 
My gratious Lord: heere in th the Parlement, 
Let vs aſſeile the familie of Yorke, 
North. Well haſt thou n couſen, be ir ſo. 
King. O know you not the Cittie fauours them, 
And they haue troopes of ſouldiers at their becke? 
Exet. But when the D. is ſlaine, theile quick ly flie. 
King. Farre be it from the thoughtes of Henries hearty 
To make a ſhambles of the parlement houſe. | 
Coſen of E æeter, words, frownes, and threats, 
Shall be the warres that Henrie meanes to vſe. 
T bou factious duke of Yorke,deſcend my throne, 
] am thy Soueraigne. 
Ter. Thou art decein'd : L am thine. 
Exet. For ſhame come downe,he made thee D. of Torke. 
Ter. T was mine inheritance xs the kingdom is. 
Exer. T by father was atraitour tothecrowne. 
ww. Ee then a traitour to the crowne, © 
In following this vſurping Hemrie. 
. Whom ſhould hefollowe but his natural! King 
Vr. Trac Cif.andthatis Richerd duke of Yorke. 
King. And ſhall I ſtand while thou firſt in throne? 
Ter. Content thy ſelfe, it muſt, and ſhall be ſo. 
— — 
Vi the is er, 
. + ou Earle fx ally ſhall maintaine. 
Va, And V proue it. You forget 
Thet we are choſe that chaſte y che field. 0 
And ſlew your futher, and with colours ſpred 
Marckt through the Cittie tothe pallace . 
Nor. No /Varwicke | 
And by bir lene ——_ nnr. 
ur, of thee nod of thy fony-s, 
Thy kir —— 


friends, lle haue more hues, 
Then dropzof were in my fathers vaines. 


Of: Vrge it no mote, lealt my reuenge thereof, 
3 
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Iſend thee Warwick ethefſenger, 
As ſhall reuenge j before] icre- | 


War. Poare Clifford how 1 
Tor. Will ye we rae rpg 2 


9 IR Sh ne dove. 
What ee to | 
Thy ge t Dulce c 

randfather Roger 
I - . ſonne of = Levine tel 
And madethe 


pro their 
Townes and prouinces. 4: 


Kin "Tolls bs pt l. 
n 11 — 44x Hig 

Rich. You ate old enough now perm me thinkes you loſe, 
Father teare the Crowne trom the — 

r r | 

eee ou lou it Rand honourſt mei, 

1 bot Rand cauilli thus, - K 

Te. e sen 

2 thou, _ ng 

Are e 
And from two broti x 


Suppoſe by right and $514, 
Thinkft N mt 20 = 
Wherin my father * my —. fi 
No, firſt (hall warre T . my — 
I. and our colours often borne in Frawnce, - | | 
And now in Elend to our des great lorrow |, 
Shall be my winding ſheete: you Lords, 1 Amal 
My title“ » 2 — then hig. W. 
War. Proue i it Heure, and 16 (hate be Kiog. . 
Kung. Why, Ham ie the fourth, b conqueſt got the crowne 
Yor. T was by rebellion gainſt 185 
King. I ktiow not what to ſay, my title*s weake. 


ene os 


TVU. 


1 e eee 
Keg. hen am I lawfull King, for Richard 
The ſecondd, in the view of may 
Reſignde the Crowne to Hlenerie the fourth, 
Whoſe heire my father was and I am his. ; 

Ter. I tell thee he roſe againſt him, being his Sorurai 


And made him to refigne the Crowne perforce, 
Vr. Su em, Lasche de nel esege, 


Thinke you that were preiudiciall to the Crowne? 
Exer. No, fot he could not ſo reſigne the Crowne, 
But that the next heire muſt ſucceed and falgue. 

- King. Art thou againſt vt, Duke of Exerer? I 
Ext. His is the right, and therfore patdon me. 
Ming. reel 
Nor. Plentagener for all the claime thou 
Thinkenot king Henrie ſhall be thus de (Ge. "Md 

Vr. Depoſde he ſhall be in deſpight of thee, 
Nor. Tulh Mich, thou artdeceiged? tis not th 
Southerne powers of £fex,Suffoke,Norffoke,and of 


That makes thee thus preſum and proud, 
Can Sins Duke vp in cfg ome | 
\C ne Henrie title right or wrong, 
Lotd Cf vowento Aden hy dine "M 
May that ground gape and ſwallow me aliue, 
Where I do kneele to him that ſlew my father. 
King. O Clifford, how thy words reuine my ſouſe. 
Yor. Henrie of Lancaſter teſigne thy trowne. 
What mutter you, or what conſpire you Lords? 
. Do right vnto this princely Duke of Torke, 
Or J will fill che houſe with armed men, | 
Enter Souldiers, | 
Aud ouer the Chaire of tate whefe now he fits, 
Write vp his title with thy vſurping bloud. 
King. O Haruicke, heate me ſpeake, 
Let me but raigne in quiet hilſt l liue. 
Ter. Confirme the Crowne to me and to mine he ires, 
And thou ſhalt raigne in quiet whillt thou liuꝰſt. 
King. Conuaie the Souldiers hence, and then I will. 
| . 


| 


goes, 


War. 


ao RF 7” as VV ry mn ö a 1 
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DDV. Captaine, conduct them into Turhil fields, 1 
Clif. What wrong is chu vnto the Prince your Sonne 
UUar, What good is this f for England 7 himſelfe? 


Nurthum. Bale fedrefull and delpairing 
C. L boch thy . 1 N 
1. it. 


King. Ah Exer? | os 
Or. Why ſhould you ſigh 2 LE 
Kmg. Not tor my ſelfe ici 

Whom I vanaturally ſhall | 


But be it as it may :1 hcere, hail 
To theeendro thine 


AN 
ee cuil broiles, 


And WhilſtI hue to honour 7 1 thy Kin & Soueraigne. 
Yor. That oath'l w and will perform. 
UVUs. Long ne King 


pig feet ane him. 
Ming. And long Bae aud all thy ſot ward ſonnes · 
Ter. Nov Yorks and, Lanca// 6. are reconcilde. | 
Exet, Accurſt be he that Th to of them foes, 
Sound Tre 
Yor. My Lord lle take my leave, to Wakefield 
To my caſtell. Ee erke, and his ſonnes. 
War, And lle keepe Londen with Squldiers. Exit. 
Nan And lle to Nate orfolke with my fallowets. Exit. 
Aan. And I to ſea from whence I came. Exit. 
Enter the me aud the Tt ice. 
Exer. My Lord, heete comes the Queene, le ſteale away. 
Rug. And ſo will I. 
Qucene. Nay ſtaie, ot elle Ifallow thee. 
King. Be patient gentle Queene,and then lleſtaie. 
Querne. What patience can there bed ah timerous man, 
Thou halt vndoone thy n ht ny * me, 


And 


Pane e rightes vnto the houſe of Teri. 
Art thou a King, and wilt be forſt to yeelde? 
Had I been there the Souldiers ſhould haue toſt 
Me on their Launces po re I would haue 
Graunted to their willes. The Duke is made 
Protector of the Land: Sterne F Ws 
Commaundes the narrow Seas. And thi 
To ſleepe ſecure? I heerediuvorce mee Henry 
From thy bed, vntill that Act of Parlement 
Be recalde,whercin thou yeeldeſt to the houſe of Yorke. 
The Northen Lordes that haus forſworne thy colours, 
Will follow mine,if once they ſee chem ſped, 
And ſpread they ſhall,ynto thy deepe diſgrace. 
Come Sonne,lers away,and leaue them heere alone. 

Kms. Stay gentle and beate me ſpeake. 

Quten. Thou haſt ſpoke too much already, therfore be ſtill, 

Kung. Gentle ſonne Edward, wilt thou ſtay with me? 


thou then 


Lee, I to be murdred by his enemies. Exit. 
Pri. When Lreturne with victorie from the fielde, 
Ile ſee your Grace: till then, lle follow her. Ext. 
Ring. Poore Queene, her louero me, & to the Prince ker 
Makes her in furie thus forget her ſelſe. (ſonne, 


Reuenged may ſhe be on that accurſed Duke. 
Come coſen of Exeter, ſtay thou heere, 

For Clifford and thoſe Northen Lordes be gone 

I feare towardes Wakefielde, to diſturbe the Duke. 


Enter Edward and Ric hard, and i entague. 
Edv. Brother, and coſen M mtagne,giue me leaue to ſpeake. 
Nich. Nay, I can better play the Orator. | 
Art. But I haue reaſons ſtrong and fotceable. 


Enter the Duke of Yorke. © 
Yor, How now ſonnes? what at a iarre amongſt your ſeluesꝰ 
Rich. No father, but a ſweere contention, about that which 
concernes your feife and vs; The Crowne of England tathet. 
Te, The Crowne boy? Why Hemrees yet aliuc, | 


And I haue ſwornethat he ſhal raigne in quiet till his death. 
4 B. E aw. 


Thenn 


10e 7 my of ub D of | 


Eu. But I would breake an hundred oathes to raigne one 

Rich. And if it pleale your grace to give me leaue, ¶ care. 
Ile ſhew yourg race the way to ſaue your oath. 
And dif] volleſl, e king H each Crowne. 

Tode ptethee Dick let Te rer thy deuiſe. 

Rich. hen thus my Lord, At Sch of no moment 
Being not ſworne Nd a law! Magiſtratet 
Hemi js none, but doth vſurpe your right, 
And yet your graceſtands xi to him by oath 
noble father teſolue your ſe lfe, 
And once more clamethe Crowne, 

Ter.],taielt mou ſo boy?why then it ſhall be ſo, 
| Jamreſoluedto win the crawne or die. 
Ed ard, thou ſhalt to Edward Brocke Lord Cobham, 
With whom the Kemyhwen will willingly rife: 
Thoucoſen Aſamague, ſnalt to Nerfoi ſtraight, 
And bid the Dake to muſter vp his ſouldiers, 
And come to me to Wakefield pteſentiy. 
And Ricvard,thou to Londen ſttaight ſhalc poaſt 
And bid Richard New Earle of Warwicks 
Lo leaue the Cite 2 and with his men of war, 
To meet me at faint Alboxs,ten daies hence. 
My ſelfe he ete in Sandal cattle will prouide 
Both men and money to furder our attempts. 
Now what newes? | Emtera Meſſenger, 

Meſ.My Lord, the Quick ** chirtſe thowland men, 
A e be with che Eat ſes of (uber loud, 
Northumberland and Weſtmerlend,and others of the 
Houſe of Lancaſter, are marching towards Wakefield, 
To obeficdge you in your Caltle heere. 


Enter Sw 2 al 85 Hugb. lerne, 
Yorke, A Gods name let them come. Couſen Manta. 
gre poaſt you hence: * you with me. 


Sir Jebn and Sir Hugh Martin 75 mite vncles, 
vate welcome to Sandal in an happy houre, 


The armie of the Queene means to ** vs. 


Sir 


Tore, and Henrie the ſixt. 


Sir lohn. She ſhal not need my Lord, weele meet her in the 
Ter. What with five thouſand ſouldiers vncle? (Held. 
Rich. L father, with five hundred for a need, 
A woman's generall, what ſhould you fearc? 
Ter. Indeed many btaue battailes haue I won 
| In Normandy, when as the enemies | 
Hach bin ten to one: and why ſhould Iso doubt 
Of che like ſucceſſeꝰ l am teſoluꝰd : Come lets go. 
Ea. Lets mattch away, I heare theit drums. E xennt 


eAlermes,and then enter the young Earle of 
Rutland and hu Tutor. 
Tutor. Oh flie my Lord, lets leaue the Caſtle, 
And flie to Wakefield ſtraiglir. 
Enter Clifford. 

Rut. O Tutor looke where bloody Chfferd comes. 

(uf. Chaplin awaie, thy prieſthood ſaues thy liſe, 
As for the brat of chat accurled Duke 
Whole facher ſlew my father, he ſha!l die. 

Tater. Oh Clifford (pare this tender Lord, leaſt heauen 
Reuenge it on thy head: Oh ſaue his lite. 

Clif.Souldiers awaie,and drag him hence perforce: 
Awaie wich che villaine, | Exit the Chaplin. 
How now, what dead already? ot is ic feare chat 
Makes him cloſe his cies? Ile open them. 

Rur. So lookes the pent vp Lion on the lambe, 

And ſo he walkes inſulting over his praic. | 

And ſo he turnes againe to tend his limbes in ſunder: 

Oh (Mera, kill me with thy ſword, and 

Not with ſuch a cruell threatning looke. 

] am to meane a ſubiect for thy wrath, 

Be thou reuengd on men and let me liue. 3 

CHa vaine thou ſpeakeſt poore boy: my fathers blood, 
Hath _ the paſſage where thy end ſhould enter. 

N. Ihen let my fathers blood ope it againe, 

He is a mamand C Mord, cope with him. 

Ci,. Had I thy Brethrea heere, theit liues and thine 

Were not revenge ſufficient for me. 15 
FD Or 


T he Tragtdie of Richard D. ef 
Oc ſhould l dig vp thy forefathers graurs, 
And bang their rotten coffins yp in chaines, 
It could not flake mine ite, not eaſe my heart- 
The ſight of any of the houſe of Yorke, = 
Is as a futie to torment my ſouſe. | 
Therfore till I roote out that curſed line, 
And leaue not one on earth, Ile liue in hell therfore. 
Rut. O let me 2 | cake my death, 
To thee I ptaie, ſweet (ford pittie me. 
CH. Iſuch pittic as my tapiets point affbatdes. 
Rur. I neuer did thee hurt, wherefore wilt thou kill me? 
Cf. Thy father hath. | ! | on” 
Rut. But twas ere|I was bornet | 


Thou halt one ſonnę, for his ſake pittie me, 
Leaſt in regenge thereof, fith God is iuſt, | 


He be as miſerablie ſlaine as l. 

Ob, let me live in priſon all my daies, 

And when I giue occaſion of offence, | 

Then let me die, for now thou haſt no cauſe, 
Clif. Nocauſe?T hy Father ſlew my father,therefore die. 

Plaitagenet, I come Plantagenet, | | 5a 

And this thy Sonnes blood cleauing tom blade, 

Shall raft vpon my weapon, till thy blood 0p 

Congeald with hu, do make me wipe off both. Exit. 


"eAlarmes. Enter the Duke of Torke ſolus. 

Ter. Ah Torke,poalt to thy Caſtle, ſaue thy life, 
The goale is loſt ; thou houſe of Laycafter, 
Thrice happie chaunce it is for thee and thine, 
That heauen abridgde my daies and calls me hence 
But God knowes what c haunce hath betide my ſonne: 
But this | know, they haue demeand themfelucs, 
Like men borne to reno wne 40 death: 


Three times this daie came Nebra to my fight, 


— 


And cried, coutrage Father: Victotie, or death. 
And twice fo oft came Edvardto my view, - 
Wich purple Faulchen painted to che hilts, 

In blood of thoſe whom he had fluughtered, 


Yorke, and Henrie the ſixt, 
O harke,I heare the Drummer: No way to flic? 
Noe way to ſaue my lite? And heere Iſtay: 
And here my life muſt end. 


Emer the Queene (ford, Northumberland, 
cel 2 my 
Come bloody Ch a thumberland, . 
I dare your hleſle _— more bloud: 
T his is the But, and this abides your ſhot, 
North. Yeeld to our mercies proud Plantagimer, 


Clif. Ito ſuch ————— 
With downe right payment, lent yntomy father 
Now Nenn 


And made an euening at the noonetide pricke. 
Yor, My aſhes like the Phamix,may bring foorth 
A bird that will revenge it on you all, 
And in chat hope I calt mine eies to heauen, 
Scorning what cre you can atfli me with: 
Why ſtay you Lords what, multitudes and feare# 
V. So cowards fight when they can flic no longer: 
So Doues do pecke che Rauens pierſing talleuts: 
So deſperate thieues all ho of their liues, 
Breath out inuectiues gaimſt che officers, 
Terte. Oh Clifford, yet bethinke thee once againe, 
And in thy minde orerun my former time: 
And bite thy e that ſlaundreſt him with cowardiſe, 
Whoſe verie looke hath made thee quake ere this, 
C. will not bandie with thee word for word, 
But buckle with thee blowes wiſe two for one- 
2 valient Chfford,for a houland cauſes, 
I would prolong the traitours life a while. 
Wrath makes him de aſe, ſpeake thou I orebumber land, 
Nor. Hold Clifford, do not honour hun ſo much, 
To pricke thy finger, though to wound his heatu 
What valour were it when a curredoth grin, 
For one to thrult his hand betwene his teeth, 
When he might ſpurne him with his foote away? 
Tis warr es ptiſe to take all aduautages, 


B;. 
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Aud ten to one, js no impeach in Wares. | 
Fight, and take bim. | > 
Clif. I, I, ſo ſtriues the Woollcebledwith the gi in. 
North, So doch the Cunnie ſtruggle wich me ner. 
Tel. So triumphes Theeues ypontheir conquered booty, 
So true men yeeld by robbers ouer-matche, 
North, What will your grace haue done with him? 
Queen. Braue wartiours, Clifford and Northumberland. 
Come make him ſtand ypon this Moulchill here, 
That aymde ac Mountaines ines wtiout! lretched arme. 
And parted but the ſhaddow with his hand. 
Was it you that teuelde in our Parhament, | 
And made a preachment of your high deſcent? 
Where are your meſſe of Sonnes to backe you now? 
The wanton Edward,andthe luſſie George? | 
Or where is that valiant Crookebatke | 
Dickey your Boy, that with his gr! 


A ns, 


vie? 
bling voyce, 
Was wont to cheare his Dad in mutenies | 


Or amongſt the reſt, where is your darling Nel? 


Looke Yorke; I dipt this Napkin in the blood 
That valiant 2 with his Rapier 0 
Made iſſue from the booſotne ty 
And it thine eyes can water for his A 

I giue thee this, to dry thy cheekes hel. 
Alas poore Torke, But that I hate thee much, 
I ſhould lament thy miſerable ſtate: | | 
I prethee grieue,to make me merry, Yorker | 
Stampe raue, aud fret, that l may ſing and daunce. 
What? hath thy fierie hart ſo pai i 


That not — can fall for Rutlands | 
Thou wouldft be feede I ſee o malte me ſport. 
Yorke cannot ſpeake, vnleſſe he weate a Crowne. 
| A Crownetfor Toke? — Lords bow low to him? | 
So: hold you his hands while I do ſet it on. 

I, now — he like a King. 

This is he that tooke King Hawke Chaire, 

And this is he was his adopted heire. | 
But how is it that great Plat en, 


Is crownd ſo ſoone, and broke his holy oath? 
As I bethinke me, you ſhould not be King, 
e 555 
And wi r exries glortie, 
And robbe his temples ofthe em - | 
Now in his life, againſt your holy oath? 
Oh, tis a fault too too vnpardonable. 
Off with the Crou ne, aud with the Crowne his head, 
And whilt we breath, take time to doe him dead. 

Clif. Thats my office for my fathers death. 

Queen. Vet (lay, and lets heare the Oriſons he makes. 

YT ork,She wolfe of France, but worſe than wolues of France, 
Whoſe tongue more poyſon d than the Adders tooth: 
How il] beleeming is it in thy (exe, | 
To triumph like an Am4zoman trull 
Vpon his woes,whom Fortune capriuates? 
But that thy face is vizard like,vnchanging, 
Madeimpudent by vſe of euill derdes: 
I would aflay, 2ecne ro make thee bluſh: 
To tell thee ot whencethou art, ſrom whom deriu' de, 
Twere ſhame to ſhame thhee, wert thou not ſhamles, | 
Thy father beares the tipe of King of N, 
Of both the Siſaler and Jeruſalem, | 
Let not ſo wealthie as an Engliſh Yeoman, 
Hath that poore Monarch taught chee to inſult? = 
It needes not, ot it bootes thee not proude Queene, 
Vnleſle the Adage muſt be vereſide, 
That Beggers mounted. runne their horſe to death. 
Tis beautie,that oft makes women pt 
But God he wots,thy ſhare thereof is ſmall. 
Tis gouernement,that makes them moſt admirde, 
The contratie doth male thee wondred at. 
Tis vertue makes them ſeeme deuine, 
The want thereof makes thee abhominable. 
Thou art as oppoſite to euery good, 
As the Arntipodes are vnto vs: | 
Or as the South to the Septenmion., 
Oh Tygers hart, wrapt in a womans hide! 


54. How 


The T ragedie of Richard D. or 
Ho couldſt chou draine the life bloud ofthe childe, 
To bid the father wipe his eyes withall, | 
Andyer be ſcene to beate a wamans face? 
Women are milde, pittifull, and flexible, 
Thou indurate, ſtetne, rough, remotceleſle. 


Bids thou me rage? why no thou haſt thy will; 


Would ſt haue me weepe? why fo thou haſt thy wiſb, 

For rageing windes blowet vp a ftorme of teares, 

And when the rage alayes,che taine begins, 

Theſe teares are my ſweete Ralo obſequies, 

And euery drop, begges vengeance as it falles, 

Qa thee fell Cord and the falſe French woman. 
th, Beſhte v me, but his paaſions mooue me ſo, - 

As hardly can I checke mine eyes from teares. 

Yorke. That face of his, the hungry Cannibals * 
Could not haue toucht, would got haue ſtaind with blood: 
But you are more inhumaine, more inexotable, 
O ten times more then Tygers of Arcadia. 
See tuchleſſe Queene a hapleſſe fathers teares, - 
This cloth thou dipts in bloud of my ſweete Boy, 
And loe, with teares I waſh the bloud away. 

Keepe thou the Napkin, and goe boaſt ofthai: 

And ifthou tell the heauie ſtorie well, 

V pon my ſoule, che hearers will ſhead teates, 

I, euen my focs will ſhed faſt falling teares, 

And ſayz&las, it was a pirteous dee. 

Here, take the Crowne; and with the Crowne my curſſe, 
And in thy need, ſuch comfort come to thee, 
As now I reape at thy two cruel! hands. | 


Hard-harced Ci 3 from the worlde, 

My ſoule to heauen, d ypon your heads. 
North. Had he Saasen, ro all my kin, 

] could not chuſe but weepe with him to ſee, 

How inlie anger gripes his hart. | 

wee. What weeping ripe,my Lord Norchumbtrland? 

Thinke but vpon the wrong he did vs all 

And that will quickly drie your meltingreares. 
Clf.Thears for mine oach,thears for my fathers death. 


9 


Queen. 


. a Henriethe ſoxt. | 


2 And chears to 
1 Nr pon Menge 


to meet wich ther. 
Que. Off with hin dead.and ſet it on Ten Gates, 
So Te may ouerlogke the towne bf Tee Exit omnes. 


Euer — nth dem 

er this dz warre, 
Ho doch — rem. w/rrrhoyg 

Rich, | eannot joy vntill The reſold, 
Where our vient father is become. 
How often did I ſee him beare himſelſe, 
As doth a Lion midſt a heardeofneate, | 
So fled his Enemies our valient father, 
Me thinlees tis pride enough to be his Sonne. 
Eaw. L —— the Sb 
oe how 1 

And takes ofthe <q Sunne, 2 
Daſell mine eies for do I three Sunnes? 

Rich. Three Sung, not ed by a racking 
But ſeuered in a pale cleere ſhining de. (eloudes 
See, ſee, ihey joyne, embrace, and ſeeme to kiſſe, 

As ifthey vowde ſome league inulolate: 
Now are they hut one ares. ea 
In this the hotbed doth fig 

Eau. I thinłce it cites vs 
T hat we the Sonnes of brave 
Alreadie each one ſhining by — 


May ioyne in one and ou 
As this the earth, and n 
Ile beate vpon my Target. chree ſaire mining Sunnes. 
But hit art thou that eſt ſo he auilie 
Meſ. Oh one that was a wofull looker on, 
When as the noble Duke of Toke was ſlaine. 
Edw. Oh ſpeake no more, for I can heare no more. 
"Reb, Tell on thy tale, ſor I will heare it all. 


Me When noble Duke ya put ro flight, 


o 


TheT fc of ene 
And then 
Aud many Pages 


oY 9 
Let driue at him, and l 


eO 
— 6p 1 K 22 
Nee RY auihill there, I 
Aud crowade the gratious uke in iſpi 4 
Who then with teares began to wailc his fall. 


The truth did u 4 
— 


Gaue him ah 
joke owp, | 


Dipt in the bloud OY une eſpn 
1 hea through cle neg Noa 


By rough Ng llaine: 

Who like a . tell at the 
Then on the gates of 7 9 kechey ſer bishead, 
And there ic doth tema teous 1 1.3. 7 HO | 


Thatere mine eie: beheld, | bel? 1 
Ed. Sweet Duke ot EA proppe co ane vpon, 
No thou att goue ahete is no hope er, bay 


Now y ſoules pallace is become a priſpa, © 
Oh would ſhe $a from compalle 2 breaſt, 


For ncuer ſhall I haue more ipy. | 
breaſts moiſture | | 


Rech. cannot vcepe, fot ali my 
Scarle ſerues to quench my burulog heart. 


I cannot ioy tili this whiter le be dide, 
Euen in hs heart bloud of the houſe of \ Larcaſter. 
Richard,l beare- thy name,and lis revenge thy death, 


Or die my ſelſe in ſeckingof revenge, | 
Eaw. His nate, that Vent Dube bach left with thee, 
me,thaczemaines for me. 


His chaireand Dukedome,tha 
b bird, 


Ric b. Nay, if thou be chat Andr 
Shew thy diſent by gazeing gainſ | 
For Chaire,and edome; eagle kingdome ſaice 


L 


For eithet that is thing,or. elſethou wert not his. 


Enterthe Earle of ee enger, 
wü n Soulazers. | 
(broad: 
War. How now faire Lotds: what fare? what neu es a- 


Rich. Ah gentle V ne we but reporte, Th 
c 


Tor ke,4nd\Henriethefbxt.”" r 


The balefull ne wes, and at each wordes deliuerance, 

Stab poniardes in our flefh,till all were'tould; 

The words would adde more __—_— the woundes 
c 


Ah yalient Lord, che Duke of Torke is ſlaine. 

Edw. Ah V/.owicke,}Varwicke,thaeP 5 
Which held thee deare t euen as his ſoules redemprion, | 
Is by the ſterne Lord ¶ Muna, done to death. 


Vir. Tendaics agoe, I drownd thoſe newes in teares, 
And now to adde more-meaſure to your woes, 
I cometo tell you things ſinve then beſane. 
After the blouddie fraie at Wakefield fought, 
Where your braue father breath d his lateſt gaſpe, 
Tidings as ſwiftlie.as the poaſt could tun, 
Was brought me of your loſſe, aud his departure. 
I, chen in London;keeper of the King, 
Muſtred my ſouldiers, gathered flockes of friends, - 
And verie well appointed as I thought, 
Marche to faint «Fibons tentercept the Queene, 
Bearing the Kang in my behalfe along, — 
For by my ſcoutes I was aduertiſed, - 
That ſhe was comming, with a full intent 
To daſh your late decree in parliament, a 
Touching King Henries heires, and your ſucceſsion.- - 
Short tale to make, we at Saint tons met, | 
Our battailes ioynde, and both ſides fiercelie fought. 
But whether twas the coldneſſo of the King, 
Who look: full gentlie on his-warlike Q-tcene, 
T bat tobde my ſouldiers ot their heated iplecne 2 
Or whether twas report of his ſucceſle, I 
| Or more then common feare of Cliffords rigour, 
Who thunders to his Captaines bloud and death, 
I cannot tell: But to conclude with truth, 
Their weapons like to lightnings went and came: 
Our Souldiers like the night Owles laie flight, 
Orlike an idlethreſherwith a flaile, + 
Fell gently downe as if they ſmote their friends, 
I cheerd them vp with juſtice of the cauſe, 
With promiſe of high paic _ great rewardes.. 
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But 


But as for your brother, he was 


For chou ſhalt Wa that cis right 


—— — — — — 


Tas loue I bare thy glories, made x 


The T ragedit ich ber 
But all in vaine, chey had no heart to a. 


Not we in them n to win day , 4 
Socha wales Tie Ke ras pe 


Lord George your — my lelfe, 


In baſt,polt haſt, are come to ſoyne with you, . 

For . 8 5 988 | 

Making an ocher head, to fight ag. | 
tdw. I haukes gentle War | f 


How fatre hence ie Duke vid 
And when came George from B 
War, Some five miles off che 


From youi kind Aunt, Duiches of „ 
Wil ai de ot ſouldiers gainſt this neediull Ware. | 
Rich, T was ods delice when valient 9 bed. 
Ott haue I heard thy praiſes in putſute, 
But nere till no * tc Landal of xerite. 
War, Nor now, my ſcandall Ri 


| 


doſt howheare? 


Can pluck the Diadem from taint Hnr. 
And wring the àvfull ſeeptet from his fiſt: | | 
Were hc as famous and l in rres | 
As he is famde for mildneſle, peact, ane 
Ric h. | know it well Lord M. 


ame me not, 


ef peake. 
But in this troublous time,wharsto | . ; 


Stall we goe throw away our coates ol ſteele? 
And clad our bodies in black mourning gownes, 


Numbring our ums with our beades?| 


Or ſhall — on the helmets of out fots, 
Tell our deuotion, wich revengfull armes? | 
It for the lait, ſaie I. and to it Lords, | 


War, Why therfore Meile came cofind = out, 
And therfote comes my brother A 


Attend me Lords, che proud infultiug Queene 
With Clifford and the 3 Northumber 
And of their feather many mo proud — 
H wrought the wy men 77 like wre. 
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Yorke, ad Henrie the ſaxt. 


He ſware conſent to your ſucceſsion, 
His oath inrolled in the Parliament. 
But now to London allthe crew are gone, 
To truſterate his oath,ot hat beſides 
May make againſt the houſe of Lancaftrr. 
Their power | geſſe chem fiſtie thouſand ſtrong, 
Nov it the helpe of Norfolke,and my ſelſe, 
Can but amount to 48.thouland, 
With all the friends that thou brave Earle of Aach, 
Among the louing Weltchmen canſt procure, 
Why via, To London will we march à maine, 
And once againe beſtride our foaming ſteedes, 
And once againe crie charge vpon the Foe, 

But neuer once againe turne back and fle. 

Rech. I, now me thinkes I heare great Warwicke ſpeake: 
Nere may he liue to ſee a ſunſhine day, | 
That cries retire, when Warwicke bids him ſtay, 

Ed\y. Lord Maric te, on thy thoutder will | leane, 
And when thou faint'{t,muſt Edward fall: 
Which perill heaven forefend, | 
VV. No longer Earle of Aach, but Duke of Yorke, 


The next degree u Englands royall King: 
And King ot England ſhalt thou be proclaimde, 
In euerie Burrough as we paſſe along: 
And he that caſt: not vp his cappe for ioy, 
Shall for th'offence make forfeit of his head. 
King Edward,yalient Richard, « Montague , 
Stay we no longer dreaming of renowne, ; 
But forward to effect theſe reſolutions. | | 


Enter a Meffenger. © | 
The Duke of N«rfolke ſends you word by me, 
The Qweene is comming with a puiſſant power, 
And craues your company for ſpeedy councell. 


Fa. Why chen it ſorts brauc Lords, Lets march away. 
a Excunt Onnes, 


Cz. | | Enter 


— 


| 
| 
| 
1 
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Not lil, that ſpoyles his young d 


And taiſe his iſſue like a louin 
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Enter the King and 
— Earles, 
Queen, Welcome Lene brave| towne of Terk, 
Yonder's the head of bra ambicious 
T hat ſought ta beimpaled withy r Crowne. 
Doch not the obiett — 1 my Lord? 
King.Fuen as the rocks pleaſe the * feare their wracke: ._ 
Withkold revenge deare God, tis nor my fault, l 
Nor wittingly haue infringde wy w. 
Clif, My gratious Lord, this too much AN 


And harmefull piitie mit be hide afide, 


To whom do Lyons caſt their g lelookes? 
Not to the beaſi that would vſurpe his den. 
Whote hand is that the ſauage Be: on 4 ke? 


Who ſcapes the lurking Serpents 
Not he that ſets his ſoote vpon her 
The ſmalleſt Woorme will turne, b Fog 2 ont 
And Doues will pecke, in reſcue of their broode. 

Ambitious Yorke did leuell at thy: ne, 

Thou ſiny ling, while he knit his angry browes. 
Hee but a Dukz, would haue hisſo! | 


Thou being a King, bleſt with a 
Did l giue conſent to disinherite ' | Wn 

Which argu:le thee a moſt yunatur Il father, 
Vnreaſonable creatures feed their young, | 

And though mans face be fearefdll to their (yes, 

Yet in protection of cheirtenderones, | 

Who hath not ſeene them euen with choſe ſame wings - 
Which they haue ſometime vide; io fearefull flight, 
Make warre with him, that climes vnto their nelt, 
Offring their owne liues, in their! ounges defence? | 


| For ſhame my Lordmake them our preſident: 


Were it not pittie that this goodly Boy, 
Should loſe his birch- right through his fathers fault / 
And long hereafter ſay ynto hike ide, | 


What 


Torke,and Heurie the ſixt. 


What my great Grandiather and Gtandſte get, 


My cac. eile father, ſondly gaue away? 
Looke on the Boy, and let tus manly tace, 


Which promiieth iucc eſſefull fortune to vs all, 


. 


Steele thy melting th Y 
To keepe thine ue, and leaue thine owne with him. 
King, Full well hath C Hera playde che Otator, 
Jnferring arguments of mighcic force, 
But tell me, didit thou neuer yet heare tell, 
That thinges cuill got, E ad cucr bad ſuegeſſe; 
And happie euer was it for that ionne, 
Whole tather for his hoording, went co hell 
I lcaue my ſonne my vertuous deedes betund, 
And would my father had left me no more; 
For all the relſt is helde at ſuch a tate, 
As askes a chouland times more care to kee pe, 
Then may the preſefit proſite countetuaile. 
Ah coſen Torbe, would thy beſt triendes did know, 
How it doth gricue me, hat thy head Randes there. = 
Quere. My Lord, this barmetul pittie makes y our tollowers 
You ptoimiid kuighihood to your princely ſonne, (talut. 
Vaſheath your {word,and ſttaight do bub him Knight. 
Kneele downe Eaward. | 
King. Eaward Platagenct, atiſe a Knight, 
Andlearne this leſſon Boy, Draw thy tword ia right, 
Princ. My gratious father, by your kingly leauc, 
Ile draw it as appatant tothe Crowne, 
And in that quarrell vſe it to the death. 
No th. Why that is ipoken like a toward Prince. 
Enter a Me ſenger. 
Aleſ. Royall Conünaunders, be in readineſſe, 
For with a band of fiſtie thouſand men, 
Comes Nur wicke backing of the Duke of Yoke; 
And in the Townes whereas they paſſe along, 
Proclaymes him King, and many flies to him: 
Prepare your Battailes, for they be at hand. 
Clif. I would your Highneſle would depart the field, 
The Queene hath belt ſucceſſe when you are abſent. 
| Leen, 


The Tragedi lei D { * 
rdian leave 1 ys to our hbcbes 


y fortune,therefore e,therefore Ile ſtay ſtill. 
Ci ford. Be it with _—_— then to fight 
Prince. Good father cheere theſe noble Lordes, 


Valheath your ſword, ſyeete father cry Sant G 
_ Cf. puch we our Battell yreffor hence whye> 2vf moue 


Enter the 11. Free. | 
Eaw. Now petiurd Henry, wilt thou yeeld thy Crowne. 


And kneele for mercy at thy Souerai it 0 oro 
ns pr 
q 


Kmy, 


Q*ee. Goerate thy min * boy, 


Becomes it thee to be thus mal 
Before thy King and lawful Soueraig 
Edw. I am his King, and he ſhould bee his knee, 
I was adopted heire by his conſent. | | 
Georg. Since when, he hath broke his oath, 
For as e heare, you chat are King, | 
Though he'do weare the Crowne, 
Haue cauſde him by new act of Parliament 
To blot our brother out, and put his owe ſonne in. 
Chf. And reaſon George. Who ſhould 4 om the father, 
but the ſonne? | | 
Rech. Are you their butcher? 7 ſort. 
("if | Crookbackhere I ſtandto anſwere thee,or aoy your 
Rich. T was you that kild youn Rerland, was it not? 
Clif. Ves, and olde Yorke too and yet not ſatisfide. 
Rich, For Gods lake Lordeti giue ſynald to the fight. 
Nu. What ſayſt thou Henry wilt how yecld thy crowne? 
Queen. What, long tongde Mi date you ſpeake? 
When you and l met at at Sine Albones laſt, 
Your leg zes did better ſeruicechen your | handes, | 
VF-z.1, then twas my turne to flee, but now tis thine, 
Clif. You layd ſo much before, and yet you fled. 
War.T was not your vallour Clifford, hal droue me thence, 
n Jo, not your manhood Werwiek,thac could make 
you ſtay, . 
Rich. Northumberland, Northumberland, we holde thee re- 
uerently. Breakeyif the * for ſcarſe lem refraine the 
exc» 


; 


Torks, eee 


ä RN of my big [wolne heart, againſ ha ci thergs 
(Wi, hid r han 6 dd 

kild calſt r im a childe? 
a 3 2 N e . reward, 


LY ( ſpeake, 
1 Haue KN ares Lords, and heate mo 
Queen. Deſie 00 then, or 45 Tok thy lips, 


1 e iue no limits to 500% tongue 
| nip - ef to ſpeaks, _ | 
c A Lo ‚ 8 mecting hecre, 


Cannot be cut e the for be ſtill. 
Rich. Ties bea BI fend, | 


him that made vs all . 
Tha Clffords manhood is tongue. 
all liaue my tight orno? 
to day, 


| Edwv. What . thou Be 
A thouſahd men haue broke theit 
The nere (hall dine, vnleſſe thou 775 the crowne. 
War, If thou ora bloudsþ 4 on chy head, 
For Torke in iuſtice puts | 
Prin, If all be right pay wid Fn Sis right, 
« — Hands 


K 

There is no wrong, but all chin ele 

. Rich, Whoſocuer got 9 * thy mot 

For well I wot, thou halt thy Mothers tongue. 

Quee, But thou art neither like thy fre nor dam. 
But like a foule miſhapen $4.7 
Marke by the deſtinies, to hoaugifed 
As venome Toadeyor 1 acting, 1 
. Rich. Iron of Naplaghid eee git, 

e title ofa * 


T hy Father be: 
Asifa channell ſhouldbe calde the Sz 

1. not, now. from whenee. t ou att deriu'de, 

parlie thus with Englands la wfull heirey?, , 

ws A wiſpe of ſtrawe were worth a thouſand crow nes, 
To make that ſhameleſſe Caller kuc her ſelſe, 
Thy husbands Father reueld ia the heart of Fraunce, 
And tamde the French, and made the Dolphin ſtoope: 
And had he matcht 3 to bs tae, 4 k 
| . | C 
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| 


The T ragedie of Richard D. 
He might haue kept that glotie till this day. 
But when he tooke a begget to his bed, 
And grac'dthy poore fire with his bridall day: 
Then chat ſun-(hine bred a ſhowre for him, 
Which waſht his fathers fortunes out of Fraunce, 
And heapt (editions on his crawqe at home. 
Fot what hath mou'd theſe rumulcs but thy pride? 
H1dſt thou bin meeke, our title yet had ſlept, 
And we in pittie of the gentle Kg, 

Had ſlipt our claime vntill an other age. 

George But when we ſaw our Sommer brought the gaine, 
And that the harveſt brought ys no encreaſe, 
We ſet the axe to thy vſurping tqote: 
Aud though the edge haue ſomthing hit our ſelues, 
Yet know thou, we will neuer ceaſe to ſttike, 
Till we haue hewen thee downe, | 
Or bath'd thy growing wich our 100 bloods. 

Edw. And in this reſolution I defie thee, 

Not willing any longer conference, | 
Since thou denieſt the gentle King to ſpeake. 
Sound trumpets, let our blouddlie collouts waue, 
And either victorie, or elſe a graue, | 
Qucene. Staie Edward, ſtaie. 


f ” 


Edw. Hence wrangling, woman, Ile no longer ſtaie, 
Thy words will colt ten thouſand liues to day. 
Exeunt Omer. __ eAlames, 
Enter VV arveicke. | 
V Var. Sore ſpent with toile,asfunners with the race, 
Ilay me downe alitle while to beat |_| 
For ſtrokes receĩuꝰd, and many blowes repaide, 
Hath robde my ſtrong knit finewes oftheir ſtrength, 
And force per force needes muſt I yeeld my ſelſe. 
Enter Edward. | | | 1:08 | 
Edw. Smile gentle heauens or ſtrike vngentle death, 
That we may die, vnleſſe we gaine the dae. 
What fatall ſtarre malignant frownes from heaven, 
Vpoathe harm leſſe line of Tcrkes true houſe? 
Enter George. | 


George, 


Torte, and Henrie the ſixr. 


Geor, Come brother, come, lets to the field againe, 
For yet theres hope enough to win the daiet 
Then let vs backe to cheere our fainting troopes, 
Leſt tliey retire now we haue leſt che field. 
War. How now my Lords? what hap, what hope of good? 
Enter Reochard y ws | | 
Rich. Ah VVarwicke,why haſt thou withdrawne thy relfe; 
Thy noble father in the thickeſt throngs, 
. Cride (till for Warwicke his thrice valient ſonne, 
Vactill with thouſand ſwords he was belet, 
And manie wouudes made in his aged breſtt 
And as he totering late vpon his fteede, 
He walt his hand to me and cried aloud. 
Richard,commend me to my valient ſonne. 
Aud (till he cried, Warwecke teuenge my deach, 
And with thoſe words he tumbled of his hotle, 
And ſo the noble Sabbwie gaue yp the Gholt. 
y. Then let the earth be drunken with his bloud, 
Ile kill my horſe becauſc I will not flie: 
And heere to God of heauen I make à vow, 
Neuer to paſſe from forth this bloody field, 
Till I am full reuenged for his death. 
Edw. Lord Werwickt,l doe bende m knees with thine, 
And in that vow, now ioyne my ſoule to thee, 
T hou ſetter vp and puller downa of Kinges, 
Vouchſafe a gentle victorie to vs, 
Ot let vs die before we looſe the day. 
Georg. Then let vs haſte to cheate the Souldiers harts, 
And call them pillers chat will ſtandto vs, 
And highly gromiſe to remunerate 
Their truſſie ſetuice, in theſe dangerous warres. 
| R«%, Come, come away, and ſtand not to debate, 
For yet is hope of fortune good enough. 
Brothers, giue me your handes, and let ys part, 
And take our leaues, vntill we meete againe, 
Where ere it be, in heauen or in earth. 
Now I that neuer wept, now melt in woe, 
To lee thele dire miſhaps continue ſo. Warwighe farewell. 
F 


The Tragedie of Richard D.of 
VV xr. Away,aWway,once mote fweet Lords farewell. 
eie. 
Alarmes,and then enter Richard at one abre, 
and Clifford at an ther. 


Rich. A Cliferd a ( Mord. 
. Clj.A Reba e ' ay 


Rich. Now Chord, for Totke and young Rut lundi death, 
This chirſtie {word that longs to drinke chy bloud, 
Shall loppe thy limhes, and flice thy curſed heart, 
For to reuenge che murthers thou haſt made. 

Cl Now Richard, I am with thee here alone, 
This is the hand that ſlabd thy father To , 
And this the hand that flew thy brother Ruland: 
And heer's the heart that triumphs in their deaths, 
And cheeres theſe hands that ſſe thy fire and brother, 
To execute the like ypon thy lelfe, | 
And ſo haue at thee. i By if 

eAlirmestney fight and then enters Warwicke and reſc he- 
Richard, and then Exeut amnes. Alm: 
ft ill nd then enter. Hi ſoluſ. 8 
Hen. Oh gratious God of heauen looke downe on vs, 

And ſet ſome endes to theſe ingeſlant griefes, 
How like a maſtleſle ſhip vpon the Seas, | 
This wofull battaile doch cqutinue ſtill; "a4 
Now leaning this way, now to that (ide dfiue;” * 
And none doth know to home the day will fall. 
O would my death might ſtay theſe ctuell iarreꝶ 


7 


Would I had neuer raigade, nox nere bin king. 
Al ret and Clifford, chide me from the field, 1 
Swearing they had beſt ſucceſſe when 1 was thence: 
Would God that I were dead, ſo all were well, 
Or would my crowne ſuffice, Iwere content, 
To yeeld it them and liue a private life. 
Enter a Souldier with a de man in bis armei. 
Soul. Ill blowes the wind that profits no bodies, 
This man that 1175 llaine in fight to day 
May be poſſeſſed of ſome ſtore of Crownes, . 
HF] | And 


Yorke, and Henri the Axt. 


And I will ſearch to finde them if l can, 
But ſtay: me thinkes it is my tathers face, 
Oh l, tis he; whom I haue ſlaine in fight, 
From London was I preſt out by the King, 
My father he came on the part of Yorke: 
And in this conflict L haue ſlaine my father. 
Oh pardon God, I knew not What | did, 
And pardon father for I knew thee not 
Enter an ot her Souldier wit h a dead man. 
2. Soul. Lie thete, thou that foughtſt with me ſo ſtoutly, 
Now let me ſee what ſtore of gold thou haſt, 
But ſtay, me thinkes this is no tamous face; 
Oh no, it is my Sonne that I haue flaine in fight. 
O mon{!rous times, begetting ſuch cuents, 
How cruell, bloodie, and ironious, 
T his deadly quarrell daily doth beget, 
Poore boy thy ſather gaue the life to late, 
And hath bercau'd thee of thy life too ſoone. 
Ming. Woe aboue woe, griefe more then common grieſe, 
Whilſt Lians warre, and battaile for their dens, 
Poore Lambs do feele the rigour of their wraths: 
The Red roſe and the Whight are on his face, 
The fatall colours of ous ſtriving houſes, 
Wyther one Roſe, and let the other flouriſh- 
For if yon ſtriue, ten thouſand lives mult periſh. 
1.S:ul, How will my Mother for my tathers death, 
Take on with me, and nere be ſatisfde? 
2. Soul. How will my wile for ſlaughter of her ſonne, 
Take on with me, and nere be fatishde? 
King. How will the people now miſdeeme their King? 
Oh would my death their mindes could fatifie. 
1. Saul. Was euer ſonne ſo rude, his ſathets blood to [pill? 
2. Soul. Was euer father ſo vnnaturall his ſonnc to Kill? 
King. Was euer King thus greeud and vexed still? FAS 
x Soul. Ile beate thee hence from this accutſed place; 


For woe is me to fee my fathers face, 
Exit with his ſat her. 


2. Soul. Ile beare thee hence, and let them fig ir tar wall, 
D;. Tor 


; 
: 
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For I haue murdred where! ſhould not kill. 
Ex with bis ſound. 
K. Hen, Weepe wretched monte lay thee teare for teare, 
Here its a King; as woe begoneas thee, 
ef es and enter the Qucene. 
ueent. Away my Lord, to Baywicke preſently, 
The day is loſt, our friendes are murdered, 
No hope is left for vs; therefore a y. 
Enter Prince Edward. | 
Prince, Oh father flie, out men haue leſt the Field: 
Take horſe ſweete father, let vs ſac our ſelues. 
Enter Exeier. 
Exet. Away my Lord, fot redganee come along with him: 
Nay, tand not to expoltulate; | make haſte, 
Or elſe come after, Il * e away before, | 
K. Hen, Nay (tay good Zar, * Le along with thee. 


Enter Chifford,wounded with 
Cif. Heere burnes my candl 
That whilk it laſted, gaue king Zi 
— Lancaſter,] leare thine ouertht w,, 
_ then my bodyes my ſoule. 
My loue and 5s ang ent many frienges to thee, 
And now die,that tough conmiixture melts. 
Impairing Henry ſrcnghened miſproud Yorke, 
The common people {warme ke ſommer Flics: 
And whither flies — Gnars,but to the Sunne: 
And who ſhines now but Hermes encmic? 
Oh Phæbus, hadſt thon neuer glue Tale 
That Phaeton ould checke 4 erie{tcedes, 
Thy burning carre had a the earth. 


2 in bis necke. 


9 light, 


And Henry hadſt thouliu'd asKiogs ſhould doe, 
And as — father, aud his father did | 
Giuing no foote vnto the houle of Yorke, | 
Land ten thouſand in this wofull land, | 
Hadlefeno mourning Widdowes for our deathes! 
And thou this day hadſt kept thy Throne in peace, 
Tot what doth cheriſh Weedes buf ge ale Are 


And 


Yorke, and Henrie the ſixt, 


And what makes robbers bold,bur lenetie? 
Booteleſle are plaintes, and curcleſſe are my woundes: 
No way to flie, no firengrh to hold our flights - - 

The toe is mercileſſe, and will not pittie me, 
And at their handes I haue deſerude no pittie. 
The aire is got into my bleeding wonndes, 
And much effuſe of blood doth make me faint? 
Come Tore and Richard, Warwicke,and the reſt, 
I ſtabde your fathers,now come ſplit my breſt. 


Enter Edward,Richard, and Warwicke, 
and Souldzers. 

Eaw. Thus farre our fortunes keepes an vpward courſe, 
And we are graſt with wreathes of victorie: . 
Some troupes purſue the bloodie minded Queene, 
That now towardes Brwicke doth poſte amaine, 

Buc thinke you that Clifford is fled away with them? 
War, No, tis imposſibie he ſhould eſcape; 

For though before bis face I ſpeake the wordes, 

Your brother Richard market him for the graue, 

And where to cre he be, l warrant him dead. 


Clifford grones,and them dyes. 
Sd. Harke, u hat ſoule is this that takes his heauic leaue? 
Rich. A deadly grone, hke lite and deaths departure, 
Eaw. See who it is, and now the battailes ended, 
Friend or foe, let him be friendly vſed. 
Reb. Reuerſe that doome of mercie, for tis Chfford, 
Who kildout tender brother Ruland, 
And ſtabd our princely Duke of Yorke. 
War. From off the gates of Torte fetch downe the head, 
Your fathers head which ¶ Mera placed there, 
In ſtead of that, let his ſupply the roome. 
Meaſure for meaſure muli be anſwered. 
Eaw. Bring foorth that fatal! skritch-O'vle to our houſe, 
That nothing ſung to vs but blood and death, 
Now his yll boding tongue no more ſhall ſpeake. 
War. Ithinke his vnderſtanding is berett, 
Say 


— 


= 


— 5 „* 
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So ſhalt thou ſinew both theſe 


 TheTrageditof Richad D. .. 
Say Cliferd,doſt thou kriow who ſpeakes to thee ? 


Darke cloudie death oreſhades his beames of life, 

And he nor ſees nor heates ys what we ſay. 
Rich. Oh would he chd, aud ſo chaps he doth 

And tis his pollicie inthe time of di [2425 


He might auoyde ſuch bitter abe 
In his houre of death did giue ynto our father, 
Geor. Richard,if thouthinlæuſt ſo, vex him with eger 1 
Rich. ¶ Mord, ase merci, and ot ine no grace. 
Eaw. Chford, repent in boarle e. 
Nr. Clifford, deuiſe excuſes fo thy fault. 
FE Whilſt we deuiſe felirgrtures for thy fault. 
Ricv. Thou pittiedſt Tore, ane 1 am ſonne bo Yorke. 
Edv. Thou pittiedſt Ralo, and will pittie thee. 
Georg. Where's captaine anger to fence you now? | 
. They mocke thee Cliffor ;ſwveare as thou waſt wont. 
Rich. What not an oathꝰ Nay then, i know he es dead. 
Tis hard,vhen Chifferd cannot foord his friend an oath. 
By this,l know hee's dead;and by my ſoule, - < | 
Would this right hand buy but howers life, 1 
That Tio all contempt migheraile at him. F 
Ide cut it off, and with the iſſuing blood. 
Stifle the villaine, whoſe inſtanc hieſt, 
Toke and young Rutlend could n fatisfie. 
War. borhota dead; off wich t 
And reate it in the place your 
And no to Londen with triumphant moch, 
There to be crowned England; lau full King; 
From thence ſhall Warwicke ctofle the ſeas to Fraunce, 
And aske the Ladie 'Bona for N 


And hauing Fr. 

1 — 
A ht 
Yet looke to have! 
Firſt Ile ſee the 
Aud afterward lie er 
To effect this 


2 . | 
<0 in 


Yorks, and Henri the fixt. 

Edv. Euen as thou wilt, good Warwicke let it bet 
Bur firſt betore we go ee kneele downe, (word, 
ON en 2 gi girt thee with the 
* = my —— — — him pleaſeth beſt. 

ich. Let me be o mee; George of Gloſter : 
For ee nee W 
. Tuſh, thats a childiſh obſeru ation. 
Richard be Duke of Gloſter. Now to London, ET © 
To ſee theſe honors in poſſesfion, | Exam emma 


Enter hs Keeper ob bow ablarrewer: 
Keeper, Come, lets take our ſtandes vpon this hill, 
And by and by the Deere will come this way: 
But ſtay, here comes a man, lets liſten him awhile, - 
Heu. From Scotland am | ſtolne euen of pure loue, 


ou 


And thus diſguiſde,to my natiue land. 
No, Hemrie no, It is 2 ofthine: a4 
No bending knee will call thee Ceſar nov, 
No humble ſuters ſues to thee for right: 
For how canſtthowu helpe them, and not thy ſelfe? 
. I marry firhereis a Deere, his kin is a Keepers fee. - 
Sirra ſtand zloſe; for as I thinke, this is the King, 
King Edweardhith depofde. 
Hen. My Queene & ſonne, poore ſoules, are gone to France, 
And(as I hearc)the great commaunding Warwicke, 
To intreate a marriage with the Lady Bena: 
Ifthis be true, poore Queene and Sonne, 
Vour labour is but ſpent in yaine: © 
For Lewis ls a Prince ſoone wonne with wordes, 
AndiWarwicke is a ſubtill Orator : 
He laughes and ſayes, his Emi is inftalde. 
She weepes, and ſayes, her Hemie is depoſde: 
He on his right hand, king a wife for Edward; 
She on his left ſide, crauing dyde for Hemi. 
Heeper. What art thou that talkes of Kings and Queenes? 


Hen. More then I lceme; for Ar ſhould not be. 
l N A 
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A man at leaſt, and more l cannot be, 
And men may talke of Kjags;and why not 17 
Keep. I, but thou talkeſt at if thou wert a King thy {elfe. 
Hen. Why ſo I am in mind, though not in ſhewe. | 
Keep. And if thou be a Kiog, here is thy Crowne? / 
Hen. My Crowne | is in . dn myhead. 
My crowneis cald Ne urg charKings do ſeldome 


times enioy. 
a King,Crownd with Content, 


Keep. And if thou 
Your cowne content. and you, muſt be content 

To go with ys vnto the officer; for as we tlunke, . 
You are our King. Edward hath depoſde: 
And therefore we charge 21 Gods name & the Kings, 
To go along a vnto the Officers. 

Her. Gods name be fulfill, your Kinges _ be obayde, 
And be you Kunges: commaunde, and lle oba 


FS. . Omuncs. 
Enter King Edveard Clatuchand gleteſter. Montague, 
Haſtings jend the Lacie Gray. 

X. Ed. Brothers of c of Glreſter, 
This Ladies husband heere, dir Richard Gray, 
At the battaile of Saint Albones did lole his life, 4 * 
His landes then were ſeazed on by the Conqueror: 
Her ſute is now to repoſlefie thoſe lands, 
And ſith in quattell of the houle of Tor g, 
The noble gentleman did loſe his liſe: 
In honour we cannot denie her ſu tee. 

G our Hi ghneſſe ſhall do well to gtaunt it 1 | 
X. Ea. I, ſo l will 3 pf. 


A 


| 2 Lis the E r in — Nr | 
1 Clluarcute, l ſer the Ladie ha to graunt 
| Before the King will graunt her 7 : 
| Ca. He knowes the game, how well he keepes the winde. 
| K. Ed. Widdow, come ſome other time to know our mind. 
May it pleaſe your me cannot brooke del * 
I . our Highneſſe to diſpatch me now, wit. 
KEd Lords giue vs leauegw meane to trie this wid W. 


nr LECTIN NL IS 
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Yorks, and Henric the fixt. : | 
gu Pot you will haue leaue till youth take leaue, | 
And leaue you to your crouch, + 
K 4 0eme hi hither widdow: How many. Children haſt 
Clu. I thinke he meanes to beg a Child on her. (thou? | 
 Gl.Naywhipmethenhee'] e ber two, . 4 
I. Theee y gtatious Lord. 
G la vou ſhall. haue foure and yon vill be tulde by him. 
K.E4. Were it not pittie they ſhould loſe their Fathers 
La Be pittifull then dicad Ln grant it hem. Cands? 
X. CA. Ile tell thee how theſe lands are to be got. 
La. So ſhall you binde me to your highnelleſeruice. / 
X. &a. What ſeruice wilt thou do me, if I graunt it them? 
La. Euen what your Highueſſe ſhall commaund. 
Glo. Nay then Widdo Ile watrant you ail your bands 
If you graunt todo what he commanndes. (landes, - 
Fighe cloſe, or in good faych you catch a clap. 
2 Nay | feare her 9 ſhe fall. 
Glo, Marie gods-forbot man, for heele take vantage . 
L Why ſtops my Lord hall I not know my tas 
K. Ed. An all cake tis but to loue a King» 7 
Li. Thats ſoone performd, becauſe I am a ſubiect. ö 
K.E4, Why then, thy husbands lands I freely giue thee. * 
La. 1 take 4 leaue, with many thouſand thankes. 
Cia. The match is made, ſhe ſeales it with'a curteſie. 
X. Ed. Stay Widdow, st ay I What louc doll thou thinke — 
I ſue ſo much to ger? 
Le. My humble ſervice fuch as Subices 0'ves, 
and the les commaundes. 
X. Ed. No by my troth, I meane no ſuch * . 2 
But to tell thee the troth, Laime to he with thee. < | 
La. To tell you plaine my Lord, l had rathet lie in priſon. 
K. EA. Why then thou canit not get thy husbands lands. 
La. Then mine honeſtie ſhall be my . 
For by. chat loſſe, l will oor purchaſe them. 
X. d. Hetein thou wrong thy children miglitilie. 
La. Herein your Highneſſe wronges both them and me? 
But mightie Lord, this metrie inclination) 
Agrees not with che ſadncll of my lure, 
E 3s] |- Pleaſe 


0 
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_ Pleaſe it your Highaes to me either with I or no? 
X. Ed. I, if 8 lay I, to m my veſt; | 
No, if thou ſay no, to my d 


LA Thea nom . e is at . 

Glo, The 1 likes beans the brow. 
(a, Why, he ĩs the bland in Chciſtendome. 

KEA. Herlookesare all re with Maicſtic. 

One way or other ſhe is fora} gal | 

And he hall be my loue ot elſe my Queene, 


Saie, that king . lace far hes Queene? 


La. Tis better (aid then done. my * Lord, 
I am a ſubiect ſit to ĩeaſt withall, 


But farre vnſit to be a Souet ne. [ 
. Ed. Sweerwiddowgby my | [tate I fweare, 
I ipeake no more then What my heart incendst 
And that is to enioy thee for my lou. 
I. And that is mote then Iwi Il yceld ynto, 
I know 1 am to badto be your | 
And yet to god to be your C bine. 
K. Ea. Vou cauill widdo w, ¶ did meane my Quern. 
© dee, Your grace would be lorh y lonnes ſhould call you 
ather. 


K. Ed. No more then when) n daug htets cal thee mother 

Thou art a witldow, and thou baft 2 Children, 
And (by Gods mother) I being but a Batcbeler, 

Haue other fome”: why tis a happie ching, 
To be the father ofmanie Children: 

Argue no more, for thou ſhalt be in my Quecne. 
* The ghoſtly father no hath done his ſhriſt. 
Cl. ben he was made a ſhriuer twas for fhiſt. 

X AA. Brothers you muſe ee the widdow and [ 


haue had, you wold thinkeit ſtrange if I ſhould m atrie het. 
Cla. Martie her my Lord, to whom? 


X Ed. Why Clæence, o my (elf | 
Glo, That would ber ten daies der at the leaſt. 
Cla. Why thats a daic longer then a wonder laſts, 


Glo. And ſo much more ate the wonders in extreames. 
X Ea, Welli ieaſt on l * tell * 


Her 


Yorke, and Henris ii fit. 
Her ſute is graunted, for het huſbands lauds. 


Enter a Meſenger, N 
Meſ. And it pleale your grace, fianris your foe is taken, 
And brought as prilonet to your pallace gates. | 
| K Ed, Away with him, and ſend him to the Tower: 
And lets go quei tion with the man about his apptehenſion. 
Lords along, and vſe tlus Ladie honoutably. & xe1nt 


e Want Gloiter and ſpeakes. 

Glo. 1, Edvuard will vie women honourably, | 
Would he were waſted, marrow,bones and all, 
That from his loynes no iſlue mught lucceed, 

To hinder ine from the golden une I looks tor: 
For I am not yet lookt on in che world, 
Firſt is there Edvuard,Clarence,and Henrie, 


And his ſonne, and all they looke for iſſue 

Of their loynes, ere I can plant my ſelfe: 

A coldepremediration for my f 

What other pleaſure is there in the world beſide? 
I will go clad my body in gay ornaments, 

And lull my ſelte within a Ladies lappe, 

And witch ſweet Ladies with my wordes and lookes. 
Oh monſtrous man co harbour tuch athought, 
Why, loue did ſcorne me in my mothers wombe: 
And for I ſhould not deale in her affaites, 

She did corrupt fraile nature in the fleſh, 

And plaſt an enuious mountaine on my backe: 
Where ſits deformitic,to mocke my bodice, 
Todry mine arme vp like a withered Shrimpe, 
To make my legges of an vnequall ſize, 

And am Ithen a man to be belou'd? 

Eaſier for me to compatle twentie crownes. 
Tut, I can imile, and murder when 1 (mile: 

I cry content to that, that greeues me moſt. 

I can adde colouts to the Camelion, 

And for a need, change ſhapes with Protheus, 
And ſet the atpyring Catal to ſchoole. 
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Can l doe chis, and can not geit e Ctowne? u ng | 
Tuſh, were it tea times e pull it downe. 5 xi. 
* * — wb 2 
Emer King Leuvi⸗ . 
Maryaree;Prince E '1 


Levy. Welcome ©. roche cen Frames, 
Sit by my ſide, and hete I row" te | thee, | 
Thou ſhalt haue ayde to tepoſſeſ Eee 

And beate prog E dward txata. his _ ſeate, 


And place kin Henry in his fe rn 
Queen. I humbly thanke your royal f Feede 


And pray the God of heauen, tc diele thy ſtate, 
Great Kit ng of Fravnce,that, ti \regirdes our wronges, 
Enter H. 1 ge 
Lex. How now, Who is ; this? 
Queen. Out Earlc of Na- rke,E ce chic ſeſt friend. 
Lor. Welcome braue MN ick, hat brings thee to France 
Wer. From worthy Cum Ring of England, 

My Lord and Soueraigteabd th by wig freud, 

I come io kindneſſe 1 igne wr" 

Fitſt to do greetinges to thy oval perſoh 

And then to crave a leagut of amitie : 

And lallly, to confirme that awjtie,” | 

Wich nuptiall knot, if thou vouchſafe to graunt. 

That vertuous Lady Bona thy faire fi ſter, 

To &nz/mas Kin in lavefiſlhn triage. 
Queen. And if his goe forwar all our hope is done. 
Wer. And gratious Madam.in « our Kinges behalfe, 

T am commaunded, with your loue ahd fauout, 

Humbly to kiſſe your hand, and with my tongue 

To tell the fone of my Soueraignes hart: 

Where fame late eutting at hu heedfull cares, 

Hach plaſt thy glorious image and thy yertuer, 

Queen. King Lewis and Lady Bona, heare me ſpeake, 

Before you auſwere N ane r his worde, 

For heit it is hath done vs al Get WI onges. 


Wars 


Tante, and Henrie the ſoxt .. 


Far. Iniurious N garct. 
Prince Ed. And why uot Queene? 
Var. Becaule thy tather Hem did vſurpe, 
Aud thou no more art Prince, then the is Queene. 

Ox*. Then Y/armicke dilanuls great Joby ot Gaunt, 
That did ſubdue the greateſt part of Spare, 

And aftcr Ion of Gann, wite Henrie the fourth, 
Whole wiledome was a murour to the Wortlaut. 
And after thus wile Prince, Fane the fift; © 

Who wich his praweſle conquered all Frauzce: 
From thieſe, our Heuries lineally diſcent. 

War. Oxferd,how haps that in tiũi imooth diſcoutſe, 
Lou tolde not hou Humie the ſict had hit 
All that Henri the faft had gotten?! | 
Me thankes thele peetes of trance ſhould ſmile at that: 
But for the reſt, you cell a pettigtee 
Qt clirceſcote and two yeeres a ſillie time, 

To make pteſctiption tor a Kingdomes worth. 

Oxf. Why Warwucke, canſt thou denie thy King, 
Whom thou obeyedit thirtie and eight yeeres, 
And bewray thy tteaſons with a bluſh? 

UUar. Can Oxfordthart did euer fence the right, 
Now buckler faifhood with a pertigree? 

For ſhame leaue Hem re; and call Eavard King. 

O Call him my King, by whom mine eldet brother 
The Loid Aivbray Vere was done to death: 

And more then ſo, my father euen in the 
Downefall of his meilowed yeeres, | 
When age did call hun to the doore of death? 

No UUarwicke no, whilſt life vpholds this atme, 
This arme vpholdes the houſe of Law aſter. 

UUar. And I the houſe of Yorke. 

K.Levv. Queenc Margœer, Prince Eawæd, and Oxford, 
Vouchlafe to torbeare a while, 

Till Ido talke a word with Warwicke. 

Now VU.rwcke,cuen vpon thy honour tell me true, 

Is Eaward lawtull King or no? | 

For I wereloth to linke wich him, that is not Jawfull heire. 
Dar. 


Te. What, is he grati 


W. Thereon 1 pa' vaccine honour and my * | 
the peoples eyes? 
IWar. The wore. ba. Hearyis vnfortunat. 

Lw. Wat, u his loue to our filter Bans? YEE | (fl Y 

War, Such it ſecmes, asmay beſeeme a monarke like im 
My ſelfe baue often heard hun ſay and ſweare, 
That this his laue was an etcrnall plant, - | 
T he roote whereof way fix i verrues ground:- 
The leaues and fruite 52 with beawie ſunne, 
Exempt from enuie, but © ve" diane, | | 
Valeſſ: the Lady Bana 724 

Lew. Then fltetyer Vs your frme reſolue. 

Bona. Y our gtaum of eniall ſhall be mine, 

But ere this day I muſt conſeſſe, when 1 . | 
Haue heard your Kinges deſettes recounted, 
Mine eares haue tempted indgement to defire. 

Tem. Then draw neare Que e Maroaet,& de a wirne ſſe, 
That Bona ſhali be wife to the Eel og, 

Prince E d. To dv not the Engliſh King. | 

r. Henrie now liues iQ land at his eale, 


* 


Where hauing nothing, nathing can he loſe: 


And as for you your ſelfe,qur umd 


* F 
You haue a father able to maintaineyour Mars: N 
And bettet twere to trouble him him then Fraunce. 


Suund for 4 2 

Ter. Here comes ſome PV vvicie, to thee or vs. 
Poſt. My Lord Ambaſſadour, this Letter is for you, | 

Sent from your brother Marei Mmitagne. 

T his from our King, varo your Maieſtie. | 

a t neſe to you Madam,from whom Iknow not. 


x} I like1 A well, that our faire Queene and Miſtreſſe 
her at her newer, when War pvicke trets at his. 


J. Hd. And marke how Ltvve ſtampes, as he were netled. 
Leuv. Now Magaret & VV a icke. What are your news? 
. — Mine, ſuch as fler le han full of ioy. 
L. Mine, full of ſorto => harts diſcontent. 
Levv. What, hath your K 
And now to excuſe e 


married the Lady Gray, 
es via Poſto N 
How 


reid IO. 


of £04 1-24 et A. FLY 
Wawick honefly. | 


How Gem, Threat Lane eng 
Queen 18 
, 


Vr. King . 
And by the hope I haue of — 6 
That 1 am cleare ales mand LEES 
No more py Boogs fortie _ 
And could ſee his (hame. 

Did OO et that by the houfe of Torks, © 
My — came vntimely to his deatbꝰ . 
Did I let paſſe dhe adwiy dense nejeNecte?; | mM 13 
Did Iimp = him with theregullCrowae) 
And thruſt king Hee from his natiwe home? 
And moſt — doch he vie methys? 
My gratious Q 1cene,pardon what is paſt, 
And hencefoorth 4 am thy true ſeruitour: © 
I will teuenge the wrongs done to Lady Dons, | 
And teplant Henrie in his former Rate, © 

Queen. Ves VarwicheT do quite ff et thy "ay be, 
It now thou wilt become king Hearies friend: 

War. S much his friend; I, fia vnfaigned ſrlend. 
That it King Lewes vouchſaſe to furni ſi vs | oh 
With ſome 40 bandes of choſen Souldiers, - 

Ile vadertake to land them on our cqaſt. 
And force the Tyrant from his ſeate by warre. 
Tis not his new made Bride ſhall fuceour lum. 

Ley. Then at the laſt, l frmely am refolu'd, 
You ſhall haue ayde t 
And Engliſh Maſſenger returne in poſt; 
And tellfalſe EA. hy ſuppoſed Kin 
That Leva of France Ms ſending ouer e 
To reudfit —— Miroew: 'Bridep u: 

Bona. Tell Hmm hope heele ben Widower ben. 6 8 
IE Mere the Wie Garland forhiviakes 61 

— Tell him, my mourning weedesbe layde ade 
AndTamreadieto put Armnrontvir. 
War. Tell him from me, thit he hath donetne omg, 6 A, 
And therefore ile vnerowne fim e | 
Ther's thy ww. begolle; . 14 tele bs u 2h 

F. Lew. 


IP 
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I hall haue of thy true loya ki 7 | | 
Wa. 1 his thatlaſlure my rontant loyaltie, 

It chat ou Qieene and this ye ag Prince agree: 

lie ioyne unc cldett Daughter and wy joy, 

To hun torthwith in holy wegdlockey bands. 
Luce. Wich all my heart,that mateh I like full well, 

Loue her Sonne Edwars,ſhe'is.tawe and young, 

And giue thy hand to YYarwitke for thy Joue. 
Len. It is enough, aud 10 | we will prepare, 

Io ſcuie Souldiets for to govith yod. 

And you Lord Aurbom, out hugh Admirall, 

Shall watt chem ſatelie to che :ogliſh coaſt, | 

And chaſe proud Eaward fi 27 his ſlumbring ttaunc e. a 

For mocking marriage with the name of Fraunce. 
VUar.1cametrotn £difard as Embaſladour, 

Pur 1 recurne lu: {woorne and mortall foe: 

Nlattet of inazriage was the charge he gaue me, 

But dreadtull warte ſhall anſware his demaunde. 

Hal he none elie to make 8 ſtale but me? 

J nen none but I, hall turne his ieſt to ſorrow: 

] was the chictc'that raiſde hin to the crowne, 

And lle be chicte to bring hun downe againe, 

Not that I pittie Henries miletie, | 

But ſceke xcuerge on Edvuara mockeric, Exit. 


Emer & ne E dverd, the Oueene,and { larence, 
el loſter, Montague Haitengs and 
' "Penbrocke, with ſoldiers, | 
Ed. Brothers of{rence,andot GloceFter, 
What thinke you of out marriage with the Ladie Gray? 
Cl. My Lord. we thinke as / N micke and Lews 
T hat are ſo ſlacke in judgment, thut theyle take no offence at 
this ſuddaine matriage. | 
K.E4.Suppole they do 
And ] am you KingzandT 
Glo, And ſhall, becauſe you 
daine marriages ſeldome ptou 


; they are bur Lewis, and Hicke, 
ckes, And will be obaied. 
our king, but yet ſuch ſud- 
well, 

| Ed. 


% 


Torte, and Henrie the ſirt. 


Ed. Yea brother chord, are you againſt vs too? 

Glo. Not I my Lord 3 no, God forfend that ſhould? | > 
Once gaineſay your highneſſe pleaſure: 

L & twere a pittie to ſunder them that yoake ſo wel togither. 

E4. Setting your ſcornes and your diſhkes aſide, 

Shew me ſome reaſons why the Lady Gray 
May not be my Loue,and Englands Queene? 
Speake freely Claence,Gloſter, 
Aontague,and Hail inges. 

(7 «My Lord,then this is my opinion, 

That Warwicke being diſhonored in his embaſſage, 
Doth ſeeke 22 quite his iniuries. 

Glo, And Lewis, in regard of his filters wronges, 
Doth ioyne with Micke, to ſupplant your Itate. 

Ed. Suppoſethat Lewis and iVarwicke be appeald, 
By ſuch meanes as | can belt deuite? 

Mont But yet to have ioyned with Fraunce in this: 
Alliance, would more haue itrengthned this our 
Common wealth, ga inſt fortaigne ſtormez; 

Then any home bred marriage. 

Hut. Let England be true within it felfe, 

We need not Fraunce nor any alliance with them. 

Cla. For this one ſpache the Lord Hufimgs well deſerues,. 

” Tohaucthedaughter and heire ot the Lord Hungerford. 

Ed, Andwhat then?lt was our will it ſhould be lo? 

Cla. I, and for ſuch a thing too, the Lord Scales 
Did well deferue at your handes, to haue the 
Daughter of the Lord Banfield, and leſt yout 
Brothers to goe ſeeke elſe here: but in 
Your madnes, you burie brotherhood. 

Ed. Alaſſe poore Clirence, is it for a wife, 

That thou art mal-content? 

Why man be of good cheere, Iwill 2 thee one. 
Cla. Nay, you plaide the broker ſo ill tor your ſelſe, 

That you ſhall gine me leaue to make my 

Choy ſe as Ithinke good: and to that intent, 

I ſhortly meane to leaue you. | 


Ea. Leaue me or carrie, | am full refolwd, 
a F2 EA 


| 
| 


Ther A PPE) D. ef 


Edvard will not be tied io hu brother wills. 
Quec My Lords. do dane — contrlle, 
Betore it plealde his highoeſle to adui luce 
My ſtate to title of a rene, 
I hat I was not iguoble jn wybirch- | 
Edy, Forbeare my Lout to fa we ypon their fromnes, 
For thee they mult abay,nay.ſhall N. 
And it they looke for fayour at my hand 
Mont, M y Lord, * is the aa returude from 


(Fraunce 
| Enter a At 
Edw. Now S. E a A Wa 
Meſ. No leiteis my Lord;and ch new e, as without your 
Highneſſe ſpetiall pardon, I dare not telate. 
EAduv. We pardontheetand as necte as thou canſt, tell me 
What ſaid Lewis ow our letters?” 


e Hef. At TE his yerie enden. 
ſuppo! ö 


— tell falſe 
hat Lewis of Fraun r 
h new b 1 
EA. Is Lewis ſo braueſbe lilo he thinkes een. 


To reuell it with him 


Hut what ſaide Lady Benaco cheſe wrongs. (ſhortly, 


Ai Tell hi ſhe)in hope hyel pee a widdower 
Ile weare the willow garland for his ſake, 
EA. She had the wrong iodeed;fhe could ay lithe leſſe: 
But what ſaid Hmmm Queens 4 or as over ſhe was then in 
lice, 
/ Meſc Tell Une be e mourning weedes be donet 
And] am readie to put atmout | 
Ea. Then belike ſhemeanes to plaie the eAmazos. 
But what (aid Wa iche to theſe iniuri 
A He more incenſed then the reſt my Lord, 
Tell um quoth he) that he hath — 2 
And therctore Ile vnc rownebim ert be long. 
Ed. Ha, Durſt che traitout breath out ſuch Lal words! 
Bu: I wiil ame mec to prevent the worl?. 
Bur u hat, is Warwicke lends with Ma. 


25 | my good Een 12 ſo t . 


| 


Torte, and Henris the ſxt. 
That young Prince Edvard marries V vviches daughter, 
(V. The elderibelike Clarence ſhall haue the younger? 
All you that loue me, and Vw, follow me. 
| | Exit Clarence, and Sommerſcr. 
Ed Claence,and Semmerſer fled to Warwickes 
W hat ſaie yowbrorher Richæra will you ſtand to vs? 
Gl. I ny Lordi 
For why hath nature made me halt down right, _ 
But that I (ould be valient and ſtand to itꝰ, 
For if I would, I cannot run 2 | 
Ed. Penbrooke,go raiſean arm pare | 
Pitch vp my Lentz for in che field this night, 
I meane to on the morrow morne, 
lle march to meet proud Miche, ere he land 
Thhoſe ſtragling troopes,which he hath got in Fraunce: 
But ere Igoe e Homagne and Hatl ings, | 
You of all the reſt are neereſt alied 
In bloud to N rfore tell me, if 
You fauour him more then me, or not 
Speake trulie, for 1 had rather haue you open enemies, 
Then — rees e 
Mon. So Mamague, as he proues true. 
Haft. And Haſtings,ashe refered cable 
Ea. It ſhall ſuffice:come chen; lets march away. | 
AL POM 43; Exenm Omnines. 


enen Oxinford,with Souldicrs. 
War. T ruſt me my Lords, all bithetco goes well, - 
The common people by numbers [warme co ys. 
But ſee where Somerſet and Clarence comes. 
Speake weall friends, 
Cla.Feare not that my Lord. | 
V Yar. Then gentle Clarence welcome vnto Warwicke, 
And welcome Semmer/er. I hold it cowardile, 
To ceſt miſtruſtfall, where a noble heart: 
Hach paund an open hand, in ſigne of louc. 
Elſe might I chinke that Clarence, Cm e brother, 
Were but 8 faigngd friend Nu 
a 3% But 


ofall chat hal wichſtand you: _ 
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But welcome ſweete Clæract my daughter ſhalbe thine, 
And now what teſtes but innightes couerture, | 
Thy brothec being careleſly encampt, 
His Souldiers Jurking inthe towne about, 
And but attended by a ſimple guarde, | 
We may ſurptiſe and take him at our pleaſure: 
Our Skoutes haue found the aduentute verie eaſiet 
Then cry King Henrie, with reſolued mindes, 
And bole we preſencly into his tent. 
Cla. Why then lets an our way in filent ſort, 
For UUawke and hisfriends,God and Saint George« 
War. This is his Tent,and fee where bis * doth ſtand. 
Courage my Souldiers, od w or 1 neuer, 
But follow me now., and Edward ſhall be ours. 
Al. A VVarwicke, ae. 


eAlarmes, and Glſter and Hoſting flies, - 

O. Who goes there? | | 

War. Richard and Haſtingesletthem go: : here is the Duke. 

Edw. The Duke, why Warlpicks . we parted laſt, 

thou ealdſt me King?! | | 

V Var. I. but the caſe is altted now. 
When you diſgraſt me in my Embaſſage, 
Then I diſgraſt you from being King. 
And now am come to create you Duke of Toe. 
Alaſſe how thould you goyerne any Kingdome, 
That knowes not how to vſe Embaſſadouts, 
Nor how to vic your brothers brothetly 
Nor how to ſhrowd your ſelfe from enemies. 

Far. Well Warw«ks,let Fortune doe her worſt, 
Edrwd in minde will beare himſelfe a King, 

War. Then for his minde, he Edward Englands king, 
But Henrie now (ſhall weare the Engliſh Crowne, 
Goe convey him to out brother Archbyſhop of Toke, 
And when | haue fought with Penbrooke,aud his followers, 
lle come and tell thee what the Lady Bona layes: 
And ſo for a while,farewell good Duke of Terhe. 

| Eau * web Edward. „ 
C 


Yorke, and Heurie the ſixt. 


Cla. What followes now, all hitherto goes well, 
But we muſt diſpatch ſome letters to Fraunce, 
To tell the Queene of our happy fortune, 
And bid her come with ſpeede to ioyne with vs. + 
Vr. I. chats the firſt thing that we haue to doe, 
And free king Henrie from impriſonment, 
And fee him ſeated ia his regall throne. 
Come, let vs halle away, and having paſt theſe cares, 
Ile poſt to Yorke, and ſee how Edpard fares. 


| E xeunt omnts. 
Enter ns fo William Stanty. 
GC. Lord | and ir UUilkam Stanly, 


Kno, that the cauie 1 ſent for you is this. 

] looke my brother with a ſlender rraine, 

Should come a hunting in this Forrelt heere; 
The Biſhop of Yorke befrendes him much, 

And lets hum vic his plealure in the chaſes 
Now I naue priuily teat him word, © 

How I am come with you to reſcue him. 

And ſee where the Huntſman and he doth come. 


Enter Edward and a Huntſman. * 
Huntſ. This way my Lord the Deere is gone. 
Ed. No this way Huntſman, ſee where the Keepers ſtand. 
Now brother and the reſt, | 
What, are you prouided to depart? 
Glo. I, I, the horſe ſtandes at the Parke corner, 
Come to Linne, and ſo take ſhipping into Flaunders, 
Ea. Come then: Haſtings and Stanbe, 
I will requite your loues, Byſhop farewell, 
Sheeld thee from Ve frownest 
And pray that I may repo ſleſſe the Crowne. 
Now Huntſman what will you doc? 
Harnf. Marrie my Lord, | thinke I had as good 
Goe with you, as tarry heete to be hangde. 
E. Come then, lets away with ſpeede. 
eue. 
Enter 


The T jb ike 2 of 


3 arent au the Lord ws, 
Racers. Tell me See 
paſzionate of late? 
Queue. Why brother Russ, beare younot the ener 
Of chat ſueceſſe king:Edwerd had of lat? 


Rim. — of bartaile againſt wire 
— — not faire caſt thoſe cares aſide, 
Edwards 2 n doth diſplay: 
Af VV arwicke may loſe,thoug then he gotthe IS 


Queen, If that were. all, 


iefes I at an . 
Bag greater troubles will (1! 


Ra. What?is he taken priſoner 13 he 
To the danger of his royall 
Ween. er iefe) K og Ede i} 


And led away,as prilon vnt bTorke, | 
Nu. Thenewes is ſtrange, I muſt confeſſe: 
Vet comſort your (elfe, for 4 hath more friends, 


| Then Lantafter at this time muſt perceive; 9 
1 will ſet him in his throne againe. 


ven. God graunt they may but gentle brother come, 
And let me leane ypon thine arme awhile, 
Vatill I come yntothe ſanctuatie, 
There to preſerue the fruite within my wombe, 
King — ſeed, true heite to In crowne, Exit. 


Enter Edward and Rid. 25 bee with - 
of Fla 1 
EA. Thus farre wenn B — paſt the ſeas, 
And marcht from Ronnſour haven vnto Forle: 
But ſoſt, the Gates are ſhut; [like not this. 
Reh. Sound 5p che Dior, ne; call them to che vile. 


Enter the 11d Maier r. n the Walls, 


Aar. My Lordes,weh notice of your coraming, 
And thats the cauſe we Rand our garde, 
And ſhut the Gates, for to pr 


pp the Fownet 
- Henrienow is ga we are ſworne to him. 4 


Torte, and Henrie the ur. 
Lord Maior, if Heis be your King, 


ttt 
Edward | m Line ar leaſl is Duke df Torke? 
Miaior. Trueth my Lord, we know you for no leſſe. 


Ea. I crane nothing but my Dul e. 
Rich, But when the Foxe bath gotten in his head, 
Heele quctly make the body follow after. 5 
Hit. Why my Lord Maior,what ſtand you ypon points? 
Open the Gates, we are king Henties friendes. 
Miaior Say you ſo, then Ile open them preſeatly, 
| Exit Maur. 
Rec. By my faitha wiſe Rout Captaine, & ſoone perſwaded. 


T he Ar ent the doore, and bringe the 
e ="4 iſs 
Ed. So my Lord Maior,thele Gates muſt not be ſhut, 
But in the time of Warre 3 Give me the keyes. f 
What, feare not man; for Edvard will defend the towne 
and you, deſpight of all your foes. 


Enter ſ Jom ¶ Moaumtgommery with 
Dre and Sauld yt. 
How now Richard, Who is this? | 
Reb. Brother, this is Sir lohn « Mountgommery, 

A truſtie friend, vnleſſe I be deceiude. 

Ed. Welcome Si lein, Wherefore come you in armes? 

Sir John. To helpe king Edward in this rune of ſtotrmes, 
At euery loyall ſubie& ought to doe. 


Ed. Thankes braue Mount þ 
But I onely claime my D | 
VYntill it pleaſe God to ſend thee reſt, 
Sr lobn. Then fare you well, Drum ſtrike yp and let ys 
March away: I came to ſexue a Kingand not a Duke. 
Ed. Nay ſtay Si John, and let ys firſt debate, 
With what ſecuritie we may doe this thing. 

Sir Iahm. What ſtand you on debating:to be briefe, 
Except you preſently proclaime your ſelſe our King, 
lle hence againe, & keepe them backe that come to ſuecour 
you: why ſhould we fight, When you pretende no title? 

9 Ne. 


TheT 1 D 
Rich. Fie brother fie, ſtande 2 
Reſolue your ſelſe, and let vs c on 
Ed. I am refolude erlag an fe . 
And uin it too, or elſe tolo — 9 2 
Sir John. [now my Sourri 4 like himſelf, 
And now will [ be | jon Fo 
Sound Trumpets, for Edwmrd laymde. 
Edward the fourk by the cof GodKing of Englundand 
\  Fraunce;andLotrd ond e 
And whoſoeuer gainſayes k —4 right, 
By chis I challenge him to 
Long live Edward the fou 
eA 2 Long liue Edward Ee 2 
Ed. We thanke you all. Maior, N che way, 
For this nj r harboure 
And then as carlic as the m9 gleam, „ 
Lifces vp his beames this — bf 
Weelc march to London, to meete wich Wawid, 
And pull falſe Henrie from the Regallthrone, 
Enter Warwicke and e . then 
Hemie and Oxford and Summerſet, and t 
12 young Earl of Nee 


Kmg. Thus from the Prifon to this incely ſeate, 

By Gods great mercies am] brou —— 

_ Clarence and Warwicke do 35 keepe the Crowne, 

And gouerne and prot ealme in peace, 

Andi will ſpen d props of my dayes, 

To ſinnes 3 my 2 yſe. 
War. What anſweres C is Soucraignerwill? 
Cla. c_ agreesto what ki 2. kes. th 
Km ordot Sonemerſet,vy ettie Boy is that, 

Lou .* be ſo catefull of? pr 150 


Sam. And it pleaſe your Grce, t! is young Henrie, 
Earle of Rh. 
King. Henrie o Richmond Come hither ptettie Ladde, 
If heauenly pow $ doe aime Wil 


To 


War. What counſel} Lords? Edvard from Belgia, 

Wich haſtic German and blunt | 

Is paſt in ſafegie through 

And wick his N at 

And many giddie | 
Oxf. Tl. beſtes to this betimes, _ 

For it this fire doe kindle any ſurthet. | 

It will be bard for vs to it ut. 1 
VVar. ln W, harted ſtiendes, 

Not mutinous in 


Buckingham and North; | ſhire 5 
Men well inclinde to doo what thou commaunds, 
And thou 3 well belau'd, 
Shalk in thy countries multer yp d friends. 
My ſoueraigne wich his loving Citizens, 
Shall reſt in London till we come to him 
Faire Lordes, take leaue and ſtand not to replies 
Farewell my Soueraigne. __ 
King. Farewell my Hetter,my Troye true hope. 
V Var. Farewell ſweete Lordes, lets meete at Couenerie. 


All. Agreed. | Dun One... 
Enter Edward and bu traine. 
Ed. Seaſe on the ſhamefaſt Hewrie, 
Aud once againe conuay him to the Tower, | 


G3 


LY - __ 


Ayrry 


T he T ragedie of Richard P. 
Away wich bim, i will not hieare him ſpeake. 
And now towards Couentrie lets bend our courſe, 
To meet with N icke, and his confederates. 
n Exearm Omne. 


Enter VV arvvicks on the VUalles, 
Var Whete is che polt that came from valient Oxfore? 
How tar hence zsthy Lord,;my honeſſ fellowe? 
Ox. Peſt. By dus at Daintree, matching hicherward. 
Mer. Wnere is our brother Montague? 
Where is the poſt that came from M antaguef 
Pet. ef him at Dowfmore,with — 
Fer. Say Sommer field, where is my loueing ſonne 
And by thy geſſe, how farre isClarence hence? | 
Som. At Saut ham my Lord, I left him with his force, 
And do expect him two howers hence. 
M. Then Oxford is at hand, I heare his drum. 


Enter E A his power | 
us. See Brother where the ſurly Warwicke mans the wall. 


War.Oh ynbid ſpighteis wu E Th . 
how are they | 


Where ſlept our ſcoutesꝰ or 
T hat we could haue no newes of 3 
Ed. Nom Werwicke,wilt thou be ſorie for thy faultes, 
And call Edward King, and he will patdon thee7 
War. Nay rather wilt thou draw thy forces backe, 
Confeſle who ſet thee vp, and p ec downe: 
Call VU ar wicke patron, and be penitent, 
And thou ſhalt till remainerhe Duke of Torke, 
l. I had thought atleaſt he 2 laid the King, 
Or did he make the icaſt againſt his will? 
War. T was VV arwicke,gavc the kingdome to thy brother, 
Ed. Why then tis mingifbudby UUarwicke guift, 
VD. I but thou art no etl for ſo great a waight, 
And weakling YVYarwricke takes his guift againe, 
Henri: is my king: VUamicke his ſubieRt. 
Ed. I prethce gallant VUUarvuicke tell me this, 
What is the bodie, when the head is off? 


gu. 


Glo. Alas that /V/arvvicks had no more forefighe, 
But while he ſought to ſteale the ſingle ten, 
The king was finely fingred from the decke: 


You left poote Hemi in the Bilhops pallace, 
And ten to one youle meet him in the Tower. 


EA. Tis euen ſo, and yet you are ould VD iche (till, 
War.O cheertull collours:lce where Oæferd comes 


Emer Oxford vuith drum aud ſouldicrs,end all | 
crie Oxford, O xfordfir Lancaſter. Exeiart, 
Ea. The gates are open, ſee, they enter in, 
Lets follow them, and bid them battaile in the ſtteetes. 
q No, ſo ſome other might ſet vpon our backes, 
Wee l ſtay till all be entred, and then follow chem. 


Enter Sommer ſet with drum and ſoulcdliers. 
Som. Sommerſet, & mumerſet ſor Lancaſter.  Exeumt, 
. To of thy name both Dukes of Sommerſet, 
Haue ſould the it liues vnto the houſe of Yorke, 
And cliou ſhalt be the third, and my lwerd hole. 


Erter Montague, u ith dium and ſ;uldicrs, 
Mon. Montague, Montag ue, for Lancaſter. E xennt. 
Ed.Traiterous Muntague, hou and thy brother, 
Shall dectlie abie this tebellious acte. 


Enter ¶ Erence, with drum and ſouldiers, 
V Var. And loe where George of Clarence, (wee pes along, 
Of power enough to bid his brother battaile. 
Cla.Clarence, Clarence,tor Lancaſter. Exentt, 
Et ta Brute, wilt thou ſtab Ceſar too? | 
A patlie ſirrah to George of Clarence, 
Sound 4 Pariie and Richard and (rence whiſpers together, 
| and then Clarence takes bisred Roſe out of bis 
Hat and throwes ut at Miche. 
Nu. Come Clarence, come, thou wilt if / Varwicke call, 
Ca. Father of Warwicke,know you what this meanes? 
1 throw mine infamie atthee, 
G3. 1 


The T ragedlit of Richard B. of 
I wil not ruinate my fathers houſe, | | 
Who gaue his bloud to lime the Rones together: 
And ſet vp Lancafter. Thinlceſt thou 
That Clarenec is ſo barſh vnnaturall, | 
Io lift his ſword againſt his brothers life? 
And ſo proud hearted Warwicke I deſie thee, 
Andto my brothers turue my bluſhing chee kes 
Pardon me C wrd, for | haue done amiſle, 
And Ric hard, do not frowne vpon me, 
For hence forth I will proue no more vnconſtant. | 
Ed. Welcome Clarenet, and ten times more welcome, 
Then if thou neuer hadſt deſetued out hate. 

Glo. Welcome good (lirence,cthis is brotherly. 

Var. Oh paſsing traitqur,periurde, and vniult. 

Ed.Now Warwicke,wilt thou leaue che Towne & fight? 
Or ſhall we beate the ſlonet about thine cares? 

War. Why, am not coopt vp heere ſor defence, 
IT will away to Barnet reſently, 

dareſt. 


- q & 


And bid thee battaile Eda, it thou 


Ed. Ves Warwicke,he darts, and leades the way, 
Lords to the field, faint Grorge and victotic. 


Exeunt Ones; 
eA larmes,end then enter Wawicke rounded. 


War. Ah whois nie / Come to me friend, or ſoc, 

And tell me who is victot, Terłe, or NVurwicke i 
Why aske I chat? my manghd bodic ſhewes, 

That I muſt yeeld my bodie tothe earth, 

And by my fall the conqueſt to my foes: 

Thus yeeldes the Cedar to the axes edge, | 
Whoſe atmes gaue ſhelter to the princely Eagle, 
Vnder whoſe ſhade the ramping Lion ſlept, 
Whoſe top braunch overpeer'd Joues ſpteading tree: 
The wrinckles in my browes,now fild with bloud, 
Were likened oft to Kingly ſepulchers, | 

For who liv'd King but I could dig his graue? 


And who duſt ſmile, when Warwick bent his brow? 


Le 


Yorke, and Henric the Art. 
Loe now my glorie ſmeerd in daft and bloud, 
My parkes, my walkes, my mannours that I had, 
Euen now forſake me, and of all my lands 
Is nothing left me, but my bodies length. 


Enter Oxford,and — (er, 
Ox. Ah Warwick, Varwicke,cheere-vp thy ſelfe and live, 


For yet theres hope enough to win the N. 
Our watlike Querne with troopes is come from Fraunce, 
And at South-hampton landed all her traine, i . 
And mighteſt thou lue,then would we neuer flie. 
UUar.Why,then I would not flie, nor haue I now, 
But Hercules himſelſe muſt yeeld to ods, 
For many woundgs nee and many moerepaide, ' 
Hath robd my ſtrong knit fanewes of their ſtrength, 
And ſpite of ſpites needes mult | yreld to death. 
Sam. Thy brother Ni ontague hath breathd his laſt, 
And at the pangsot death I heard him crie, 
And ſaie, commend me to my valient brother, 
And more he would haue ſaide, and more he ſaide, 
Which ſounded like a clamour im a yaulte, 
That could not bediſlinguiſht for the ſounde, 
And fo the valiant Aontague gaue vp the gboſt. 
DD. What is pompe, rule, raigne, but carth and duſt? 
And liue we how we can, yet die we mult. 
Sweet reſt his ſoule, flie Lords, and ſaue your ſelues, 
For UUarpuke bids you all farewell, to meet in Heauen. 
He die. : 

Oxf. Come noble Summerſer, lets take our Horſe, 
And cauſe retraite be ſounded through the Campe, 
That all our friendes that yer remaine aliue, — 
May be awarn'd, and ſaue them ſelues by flight. 
That done, wich chem weele poſt vnto the Queene, | 
And once more trie our fortune inthe fielde. Ex ambo, 


Enter Edward,Cleence and Gloſter ,with ſouldicrs. 
Ea. Thus (till our fortune giues ys victorie, 
And girts out temples With trimphant ioy es. 


The 


| 
| 


The T ragedie of Richard D .of 
The bigboond Wawicke hath breathde hislaſt, ; 
And heauen this day hath ſmilde vpon vs all, L 
But in this cleere and hrightſome day, 
I ſee a blacke ſuſpitiouscloude appeare 
That will cacounter with our glorious ſunne 
Before he gaine his eaſefull weſterne beames, | 
I meane thoſe powers which the Queene hath got in Frame, 
Are landed, and meane'once more to menace vs. 
Glo. Oxferd and Summerſet are fled to her, 
And tis like he if ſhe haue time to breath, 
Her faction will be full as ſtromꝑ as ours. 
E 4. We are advertiſde by our louiug friends, 

That they do holde their courſe towardes T ewxburie: 
T hither will we, ſor willingneſſe rids way, , 
And in euetie countie ay we paſſe along, | 
Our ſtrengthes ſhall be augmented. Come, lets goe; 
For if we ſlacke this faite bright Summers daie, | 
Sharpe Winters ſhowers will marte out hope for haie. 

| © at | E xeuut anne. 


Enter the Qucene, Prinoe Edward, Oxford. & Sum- 
merſet, wit Drimme & Sonuldiert. 
Quee. Welcome to England, my louing friends of France, 
And welcome Som u erſit and Oxford too. 
Once more haue we ſpread our Sales abroad: 
And though our tackling be almoſt conſumde, 
And MVarvuiche as our maine»Maſt ouerthrowne, 
Yet warlike Lordes,raiſe you that ſturdie poſt, 
That beares the ſailes to bring vs vnto reſt. 
And Ned and I az willing Pilots ſhould 
For once with catefull mindesguide on the ſterne, 


To beare vs thequgh that dangerous gulſe, 
That heretofore hath ſwallowed vp our friendes. 
Trace, And iſ there be, a God forbid there ſhould, 


Amongſt ys a timerous or fearefull man, 
Let him depart before the Battaile ioyne, 
Leaſt he in time of need intiſe | 

And ſo withdraw the Souldiert hazts from vs. 


I will 


Torte und Hevrit the ſixt, 

I will not Rand Ad ofe ard bid you 
But with my ſword preſſe in the thickeſt throngs, 
And ſingle Edvard Tem his ſtrongeſt guatde: 7 
And band to hand, enforce him for to yeelde, 
Or leaue my bodie as witneſſe of my — | 

Ox. Women and Children of ſo high relolue? 
And wartionrs faint; why twere pe ſhaute: 
Oh braue young prince, thy noble Grandfather 
Doch liue againe in thee long mayeſt thou liue, 

To beate his Image, and to renew his glories. - 4 
Som And he that turnes and flies =o fuch do fight, , 
Let him to bed,and like the Owle by day, a x 

Be hilt and wondred at, Abe ariſe, / 


a Emer a M 
Meſ.My Lords, fir. bus power. l 
Is marchiaghlths L ghe wich you: 
Ox. I thought it was pollicicroake vs vaprouided, | 
but heere will we and and fight ir nnn. 


nter king & 4d Ca. Oli. Hall. and ſonldzers. 

Ed. 2 brothers,yonder ſtands the thornie wood, 
Which by gods aſiſtance and your ptoweſſe, 
Shall with our swordes ere night, de cleane cut downe. - 

Quee. Lords, Kaightestand Gentlemen, what! chould 888 
Myt y teares gainlay+for as you ſee, l drinke? - 
The waterof minevies, F henno more but hie, Ie 
Henrie your king ir priſoner in ihe Tower, 1 2 
His land and all our friends are quite diſtreſt, 
And yonder ſtands the Wolte that makes all this. f rl 
Then on Gods name, Lords rogether crie, you erg \ 
Al. Saint George fdr . 100 Ae 948 


Almere d Bub; Terke H his the 4 
ged. Then enter the King,Cla. Gl Ty 
great ſhontgand eric; — and then 

*. . the Qazent is taken, the Princa,Oxford and «. 

Sum. & n 
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The Tragedie of Richard D f 
£ dw Lo beere a period oi tumultgous broile,, 
Away with Oxf:r4x0 tame Catticitraght, 
Fur dummerſc:,oft with bis guiltie bead; 

Away. I wilt not heare them ipealce. 7 

Ox. tot iy pait lic hot uoubic thee with wordes. 
| WF [16-7 Exu Ox ird. 

Sem. Nor I, but ſtoape with patience to my death. 

nee E xt Sommerſes 
Ed. Now um, what ſatisfaction canſt thou make, 

For ſturiug vy my iubices to te bellion: 


* 


5 Tr.nct · Iptæake luke a lubièct, pod ambitious Yr. erke, 
Suppoie Wat 1 am now iny tathers mouth, 
Keugne ti chance: and where | Hand, kuecele thou, 
Winlelt 1 propoliethe ſelie lame woords to thee, | 
W hich trat oui tou, wouluſt haue me antware to. 
Eee. On that thy tather nad bin io relolu'd. 
C. I hat you mighe itil i haue kept your petticoate, 
Aud nete haue itolne the breech trom Lancaſter. 
{-rmce, Lete/E/op table in a winters night, 
His currith Riidics iottes not with this piace. 
G. By keaucn, brat lle plague you tor that word. 
Acc. l thou wall borne to be a plapue to men. 
9. ot Gods lake rake away this taptiue ſcold. 
Frince.Nay take away this kcolding Crookibackerather. 
Ea. Veace wiltull boy, or Iwill tame your tongue. 
(Lunmutered Lad, thou art to malapert. 
Lunce. Ikuow my dutie, y Ou are all vndutifull, 
[ 2\c4uous Camara, and thru periur'd George, 
And thcu muhapen Dich I tell you all, 
I ary owt better, traiour as you be. 


Ea. Ike that. the lightnes of thus rayler heere. 


£Luece,Ob kill me roo. | | 
Gio. Marrie and hall. | (die. 
24 Hold Recha d, hold, for we haue done to much altea- 
Go. Why ſhould ſhe liue| td fill the worlde with words. 
Ea. What doth ſhe ſ und/ make meancs tot her tet oue- 
O. ¶ la ence, excule me to the King my brother, (ic. 
I mult co London, on a ictiouꝭ mattet. E 
1 4] c 


Yorke, and Henrie the ſixt. 
Kc: you come there, you ſhall heare more newes. 


Cla, About what, prethee tell me? 
9. The Tower man, the Tower, lle roote them out. 


EEE Exit Gliſters 
Queene, Ah Nad, ſpeake to thy Mother boy, - 
An thou canſt not ſpeake, 
Traitours, Tyrants, blouddic Homicides: 
They that labd Ce ſhed no bloud at all, 
For he was a man, this in reſpect a childe; 
And men nere ſpend theit furie on a ehilde: 
Whats worſe then cirant, that | may name? 
You haus no children Diuells, if you had, 
The thought of them, would then haue ſtopt your rage: 
But if you euer hope to have a tonne, 
Looke in his youth to haue him ſo cut off, 
Is traitours you haue done this ſweet young Prince. 
Ed. Aw iy, and beare her hence, | 
Quec.Nay,nere beare me hence, diſpatch me here. 
Heere ſheath thy ſword, lle pardon thee my death. 
Wilt thou nor? 
Then Clarence,do thou do it. | 
Cla. By heauen I would not do thee ſo much eaſe. 
ee. Good Clarence do, ſweet Clarence kill me too. 
¶ L Didſt not thou heare me ſweare I would not do it? 
Quer. I, but thou vſeſt co forſweate thy ſelſe, 
T was ſinne befote, but now tis charitie. - 
Wheres the Diuells butcher?hard fauourd Rechard, 
Richard where art thou? 5 
He is not heere, Murder is his almes deed, . 
Petitioners for bloud, he nere put backe. 
Ed. Away I ſaie, and take her hence pet force 


Que. So come to you and youts, as to this a” . 
| x, 


Edw.Clarence,whithers G her gone? 

Cla.Martic my Lord to London, as I geſſe, 
To małe a bloudie ſupper in the Tower. 

Ed He is ſuddaine, ifa thing come in his head. 
Well, diſcharge the common Souldiers with pay, 
| . 2. 5 And 
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* Emer Ohle ta | . mes Per Sn 101th : 
Gio, Good day my Lot uur Bo e 
: Hen. Lmy goed 121 oul | 
T is ſinne co flattert, good w little b 
Good e ie, and good Dui 211 


| What icencot Death hath ow nr? > 
9. Suſpition alwaytshadi tes a gui 


Hen. The birde once hn E 1 buſh, 
; And I che hapleſle maile te qe, 1 boos = 
25 Hue now 23 obire i: der. | 


Where my poore young was 
Glo. Way what à toole was: 


That taught his toone tile 
And yet — all that. che poote | 
Hie. I Dedalu,my RA | 
Iuxkacher Aline bac 9p le out | 
Thy brother Edvard, the — * we his winges, 
And thau the enujous =p at ee him. 
On better can my breſt abi de thy rt poynt, 2 
Then can mine tares that ttag Ke doi. 
Glo, Why, doſt chou intel Jam an executioner? 
Hen. A perſecuter I am ſure chou Artz * 
And it murdering Ianocentes be execuGons, & 
* hen | know thou art an execitioner. oh 
\ Glo. Thy lonne I kilde for his 2 ion. 
Hen, Hadft thou bin kildg w chou didſt preſume, 
Thou had{tnot liude to k Hag — 2 7 
And thus I propheſie of thec; 
T hat many a Widdow far her Husbands death, \ 
And many an Infants water ſanding eye. 
W:ddowes for their husbandes, children for their An 
Shall curſe the time that euet ba wert borne, 
The Ovle ſhtikc ar wax dige an cuill ſigns; 


The 


_ * 0 


Terke, vnd H . Art. 


The night»Crow itte benen nee tune. 
d hididus temipeſtes ſhooke downe trees, 
e rockrber cnthd Climoteraap, 3" IL 
' Andchatrenng Pies indilinall diſcord ſung, 
T ky mother telt more then a mothers painc, 
And yet brought foorth leſſe then a mothers n 
To wit, an vudigeſt exeated lunipe, 
Not like the fruite of ſuch a goodly tree; 
T ec hadlt thou in thy hed eli thou waſt botne, 
To ſignifie thou on to bite the worlder  » | 
And it the reſt be true that l haue F 
Thou camſt into the world . ſtabs bir. 
Glo. Die Prophet in thy ſpeach, lle hearc no more, 
For this, amongtii the reſt, vas 1 ordainde, 
Hen. | and tor much more laughter after this. 
O God forgiue my ſinnes, and patdon thee, He dies. 
los Whac? will the aſpyring blood of Lencaſter 
Sinke into the ground?l had thought i it would haue mounted | 
See how my {word weepes for the poore Kings death, 
Now may ſuch purple teares be alwayes ſhed, 
Fort ſuch as ſeeke the downefall of our houſe, 
If any ſparke of life remaine in thee, 
| Stabbe * againe. 
- Downe,downe to hell, and ſay I ſent thee thithet. 
I that haue neither pittie, loue, not feare: 
Indeed twas true that Herrie tolde me of, © 
For I haue oken heard my mother lay, 
That I came into the worlde with my legges forward: 
And had I not teaſon think you to m ake halle, 
And ſeeke their ruines that vlurpt pur rights? 
The women wept, andthe Midwife cride, 
O leſus bleſſe vs, he is borne with teeth. 
And ſo I Was indeed: which plainely ſignifi de, 3 
That I ſhould ſnarle and bite, and play the dogge. 
Then fince Heauen hath made my body fo, 
Let Hell make crookt my minde, to anſwere it. 
I had no father; I am like no fader! * 


I haue no brother; l am like no brothers. 
H z. Ard 


And not in me; lam my felfe alone. | 
Clarence beware, thou keptſt me fromthe light: 
But I will ſort a 7 for thee. 

For I will buz 4 uch rophehes, 

As Edwverd (hall be fearefulll of his life » 
And then to purge his feare, Ile be thy death. 
Henrie and his ſonne ate gone, thou Clarence next, 
And by one and one, I will diſpatch the reſt, 
Counting my ſelfe but had, till I be beſt, 

Ile dragge thy body in another roome, 

And triumph Hemyinthy day of dopme, 


Enter Ring Edvard, Queene Elizabeth, anda Nurſe 
with the yeung Prince, and Clarence nd 
20 nge und others. 


Edv. Once more we ſit in Englandes roy all throne, 
Repurchaſde with the blood of erftmics, 
What valiant foe-men like ro Awwmes corne, 
Haue we mow'd downein tops of all their pride? 
Three Dukes of Sammenſet,chree folde renowmd, 
For bardie and vndoubted champions. 
Two Clf/ords,as the father andthe ſanne: 
And two Nonthumberlandgrwo brauet men 
Nere ſpurd their courſers at the trumpets ſound. 
Wih them the two rough Beares, Warwicke & Montague, 
T hat intheir chaines fettered the kingly Lion, 
And made the forreſt cremble when they roard: 
Thus haue we ſwept „ from ourſeate, - 
And made our footeltoole of ſecuritie. 
Come bithex B, and let me kiſſe my Boy, 
Young Ned, for thee, thine Vncles and my ſelſe, 
Haug in our Armours watcht the Winters night, 
Martcht all a foote in Summers ſcalding heat, 


I 


Exit; 


Thar 


Yorke, and Henrie the ſixt. 


That thou mightit repoſſeſſe che crow ne in peace, 
Aud ot our labours thou thalt reape the gaine. 

. lle blait his harueſt and your head were layde, 
- For yet I am not lookt on in the worlde. 
This Snoulder was ordaiade ſo thicke, to heaue, 
Aad heaue it (hall ſome wargit,or breake my backe: 
Worke thou the way, and thou ſhalt execute. 

Ea. (larence, and Gliter, loue my louely Qucene, 
And kite your Princely Nephew, brothers both. 

Clu. The duetie that I owe vnto your Maicllie, 
I ſcale vpon the toſiate hppes ob this ſweete Babe. 

een, T hankes noble Clarence, worthy brother than ker, 
e. And that Hloue the fruite from whence thou iprangh, 

W:tacfle the louing kiſſe I give the chil de. 
Jo lay tne truech, ſb Judas kiit hi, Malter: 
An. to he cride, All haile; and meant all harme. 

Eawwri, Now am | feared as my ſoule delighres, 
Hauing my Countries peace, and brothers loues. 

CA. What uu your Grace haue done with eHargaret? 
Ranard hex iather io the king of Fraunce, 
Hach paund the (y, H and Jeruſalem, 
And hither haue tney tengac tor her tanſome. 

Edw. Away with her, and wait het hence to Fraunce. 
And now what reſtes, but that we ſpend the time, 
Wich ſtately triumphes, and mirchtull comic ke ſhewes, 
Such as be fits the plealures ot the Court, 
Sound Drummes and Trumpetsttate well to ſower annoy, 
For here I hope,begius our lathing ioy, | 


E xennt ont, 


FINIS. 
| 


| 
| 


